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Herald  Thanks  and  Infonnation 

Feel  free  to  drop  any  submissions  (o  room  30S  (old  building)  Innis  College,  anytime  during  tlie 
week.  Our  phone  number  is  978-4748,  and  FAX  is  978-5503.  Our  addres  is  rm  305,  Innis  College,  2 
Sussex  Avenue,  Toronto,  Ontario,  M5S  1 J5. 

Tb  ail  the  who  wrote  for  this  issue  (or  the  last  one,  for  that  matter),  thanks  for  coming  out.  We  are 
only  heie  because  of  you. 

The  Innis  Herald  is  the  monthly,  student-iun  newspaper  of  Iimis  College.  The  Innis  Herald  has  an 
open-letter  policy.  We  reserve  the  right  to  edit  any  submissions,  including  sexist,  racist  or  homophobic 
contents,  in  consultation  with  tlte  author.  All  writing  must  be  submitted  with  the  author's  signature  and 
phone  number.  The  views  and  opinions  expressed  in  the  Innis  Herald  attribute  only  to  the  authors  and  do 
not  reflect  the  opinion  of  Innis  College  and  the  student  body.  Really,  we're  gbd  that  you  are  reading  this. 

PEACE!  Oh.  and  happy  stuff.  May  your  holiday  season  be  all  you  wish  it  to  be. 


SNOOCHIE  BOOCHIES 

Confessions  of  a  Rocker... 

I  actually  got  dressed  up  for  Hallowe'en  this  year  -  which, 
in  iiseir,  may  not  seem  like  a  big  deal  -  but  I  hadn't  gotten  dressed 
up  since  grade  ten  and  I  was  exuemely  excited,  (grade  ten 
Hallowe'en  sucked...  1  was  dressed  as  a  nun  and  I  got  egged... )  In 
any  event,  my  boyfriend  and  I  decided  to  go  to  a  Hallowe'en  party 
dressed  as  Sid  and  Nancy  (and  I  hope,  hope,  hope  most  of  you 
know  wlin  I  mean).  Much  elToit  went  into  the  planning  of  cos- 
lumes. 

Various  sundry  and  second  hand  stores  were  visited.  Sev- 
eral dog  chains  were  purchased.  My  boyfriend's  closet  was 
searched.  1  even  went  to  a  "beauty  store"  to  buy  a  wig.  Uitfoitu- 
nately,  the  model  I  wished  to  purchase  (described  in  the  catalogue 
as  the  "hooker"  wig... )  ran  something  like  fiddy  bones,  which  I 
was  not  willing  to  pan  with.  I  wasnt  THAT  excited.  I  ended  up 
getting  a  fluorescent  yellow  wig  at  WalMan  for  S6.99. 

All  in  all,  I  thought  wc  were  pretty  passable.  Only  two 
people  al  the  pany  knew  who  we  were.  Two.  (A  honkin'  l>ig 
snoochie  Ixxxrhies  ivxxhics  goes  out  to  Sugar  Daddy  Moth...)  One 
guy  thouglil  I  was  supposed  lo  be  Blondie,  which  was  admirable. 
Someone  actually  thought  we  weren't  wearing  costumcjt.  What? 
Then  I  realized...  no  punk  rock  pasts.  That  had  lo  be  the  problem. 

I  donl  have  too  much  punk  rock  in  ray  past  myself,  but  I 
have  enough  to  not  be  puzzled  when  (he  names  Sid  and  Nancy  are 
mentioned.  In  fact,  the  only  two  bands  l  listen  to  with  any  consist- 
ency that  could  be  considered  "punk  rock"  are  The  Clash  and  Bad 
Religion.  Two  highly  intelligent  and  extremely  talented  bands,  by 
the  way... 

Some  who  know  mc  well  call  me  l(\e  queen  of  easy  listen- 
ing. 1  know  it  all  •  from  Rick  Asiley  lo  Lionel  Richie.  Tho«  who  ^^—^—^mm^-m—^i^^  — 

don't  know  me  all  that  well  tml  think  they're  funny  call  mc  Death  Mcial  Jen.  I  may  have  been  through  an  inordinately  long  hca\7  mcul  period.  Init  you  wouldn't  Kav.;  caught  nw  dead 
at  an  Obituary  show  (ulthuugh  I  will  admit  to  having  seen  Slayer  -  and  enjoying  it). 

So  now  I  get  to  Ihc  point  of  this  column...  My  name  is  Jennifer  Kelly,  and  I  am  a  mckcr.  Few  things  in  my  ^^-orld  compare  to  Ihe  fat  beats  of  Tom  Petty.  Not  much  gets  ri>e  going 
like  a  good  Steve  Miller  song.  John  Cougar  Mcllcncanip?  He  rocks.  I  think  it  all  suited  when  I  »tis  young.  My  older  sislcr  issc\enycan  older  than  (nc  and  so  k hen  I  was  in  that  phase 
where  I  thought  everything  she  dij  or  said  or  wore  or  listened  (o  was  it  on  a  fucking  slick,  she  was  jan^nnn'  lo  B.Td  Company  or  The  Pvilice. 

Having  been  raised  in  ihf  "deep  south".  I  developed  an  .ipprcciaiion  for  bands  like  C.C.R.  and  Lynard  Skynard.  Lo\c  ihvisc  gi>od  ol'  southern  boy  s...  Back  in  the  day.  I  actually 
watched  the  Country  Music  Aw-.\rds  for  several  years  running  and  roolcd  for  Alatvania  lo  win  "Band  of  the  >cjr". 

Add  10  lhal  Ihc  lacl  dial  Ihc  only  deccnl  radio  station  where  I  grew  up  was  the  "ixxrk  'n  roll  hits  of  die  Ws.  Wi  and  iO\"  station  ZETA  fmX  and  >.>u'll  unJcrslind  »hy  I  )am 
to  Blues  IVavcllcr  when  1  6o  the  dishes.  Tlic  only  ulticr  suiion  thai  wa:;  ck^se  lo  Iving  "cool"  was  10.^.5  WSllE  -  whose  sk>gan  was  "she's  only  nxk  'n  rv^II...", 

What  can  I  say?  My  sislcr  Vi-eiil  lo  high  schwl  with  Saigon  Kick...  The  fuTil  album  I  ever  Ktughl  was  "Pyronunia"  by  CVf  LcpparxJ.  1  don't  linow.  1  have  r>o  idea  why  I'm  leilmg 
anyone  this.  Exorcising  niy  demons,  perhaps.  So.  that's  alt  I  have  lo  say  about  thai.  Waich  out  for  pearls  of  w  isJvun  lo  conic  in  ihc  next  issues  of  ihc  Herald.  1  guarantee,  not  vvily  will  y  ou 
understand  a  little  teller  what  makes  vonicthing  very  luscious,  very  r^vkiiig  bul  vou  will  soon  sink  inlo  Ihc  giiv>ve  of  a  snvxvhic  Kwhie  w^wld. 


DECEMBER 
EDITORIAL 

A  Htaald  Call  for  Action 


Each  month  I  am  faced  with  the  imeresting  task 
of  writing  a  lelevaal,  iniightJul  editorial  for  all  the  read- 
ers of  this  ftee  publication.  PedaoUcs  asidf ,  most  of  my 
relevant  Insight  has  already  been  consumed  by  the  moun- 
tain of  work  that  is  this  newpaper,  my  thirty  page  essay  on 
dK  works  of  Salman  Rushdie  and  the  three  fuois  I  am 
about  u>  fail  in  the  next  couple  of  diyj.  Still,  even  u  ri- 
dicutously  late  hours  (aided  by  only  a  few  faithful  sup- 
porters, two  packs  of  DuManrier  Exffa  Lights  and  my 
trusty  thermos  of  STRONG  coffee),  there  is  a  relevani 
issue  floating  about  the  halls  of  Innis  College  dui  sboukl 
be  brought  lo  your  auention. -even  If  I  am  loo  tired  u>  shed 
much  insight. 

Innis  (iJlege  has  been  a  pan  of  the  VferW  Uni- 
versity Service  of  Canada  (WUSC)  since  the  levenUet. 
WUSC  is  a  program  that  cUiciu  luppon  from  Canadian 
Universities,  namely  ihe  cash  lo  fuianee  the  university 
education  and  upkeep  of  a  refugee  student  from  any 
number  of  third  worid  countries.  As  it  stands,  Innis  Col- 
lege is  the  only  college  al  U.  of  T.  thai  pankipales  In  the 
program,  a  three  dollar  levy  coming  off  of  every  studem's 
fees  to  produce  a  grand  loul  of  3600  odd  dolUus.  This 
year  It  means  dial  tbe  additioiud  J4400  that  it  costs  to 
keep  tt£  refugee  smdent  (who  incidentally  Is  turned  Qahar, 
is  very  nice  and  works  in  our  Registrar's  oflice)  warm, 
clothed  and  fed  is  being  generously  funded  by  our  kind 
I.C.S.S.  budget. 

The  responsibility  of  mainiaining  the  WUSC  pro- 
gram presently  falls  largely  on  the  shoulders  of  one  indi- 
vidual, the  inaptly  litlcd'educalion  commissioner"  of  the 
I.C.S.S.  There  have  been  many  problems  with  this  in  the 
past,  namely  that  most  of  the  actual  duties  of  that  person 
lake  place  in  the  surruner,  thus  nuking  it  mandatory  that 
Ihc  education  commissior\er  stay  in  town  for  the  summer; 
Incidents  have  arisen  in  the  past  years  where,  due  lo 
raiscomraunications,  absence  on  tbe  pan  of  the  commis- 
sioner artd  flat  out  procedural  errors,  complications  such 
as  Ihere  being  no  one  to  pick  up  the  sludenl  ai  ihe  airport, 
silualional  quandaries  O'lke  rent  cheques  and  phone  bills) 
and  insulTlcienl  funds  have  brought  the  College  Council 
to  the  poim  of  ix-rtaying  the  entire  program- 
Not  particularly  wanting  lo  scrap  what  is  obvi- 
ously a  constructive  and  fruitful  use  of  a  few  dollars  olT 
everybody's  (already  huge)  tuition  fees,  the  college  is  now 
looking  10  find  a  way  of  continuing  The  WUSC  uadilion. 
planning  a  sub-committee  to  orgaitizc  everyihing  prop- 
erly and  considering  Ihe  possibility  of  a  further  student 
levy  of  four  or  five  dollars  each.  Four  dollars  maners 
little  lo  me  when  I'm  shelling  out  thiny-six  hundred  odd 
plus  books  for  the  rest  of  the  "educational  experience" 
that  euphemizes  this  crazy  suess-filled  lifestyle.  In  other 
words,  if  we're  paying  for  it,  it's  gotta  be  worth  some- 
thing; if  it  helps  someone  other  myself  at  a  supplemen- 
tary 0.001  "ifc  of  what  I  already  pay,  it's  worth  more.  I 
haven'l  seen  much  of  my  SA.C.  fees  (incidentally,  quile 
a  bil  higher  than  the  WUSC  levy)  odier  than  the  ugly  T- 
Shin  during  fmsh  week  and  the  occasiorul  free  condom. 

This  long-wiixted  rtarraiivc  serves  orwc  again  u  a 
call  10  action.  If  you  are  interested  in  joinirtg  or  helping 
die  WUSC  subcoramiltce  ihcn  drop  by  the  I.C.S.S.  of- 
fice (rm.  115,  Innis  College)  or  give  them  a  call  al  97S- 
0340.  It  is  the  kind  of  i:.suc  thai,  at  this  time  of  yearw-hen 
most  of  us  are  wondering  w  hy  wc  boiher  with  this  school- 
trip,  helps  10  remind  us  that  the  university  experience  is 
not  limited  la  the  piece  of  paper  you  get  at  the  end:  il  has 
something  lo  do  with  being  corulructivc  and  feeling  good 
about  il  when  it  benefits  the  people  you  co-exist  with.  1 
really,  really  don't  mean  lo  iound  preachy,  bui  the  WLISC 
program  is  a  good  thing.  It's  even  bclier  than  cofTce. 
Besides,  it  truly  is  something  positive  lo  Ihink  about  when 
you're  about  to  miss  (he  due  dale  on  your  fmal  essay  or 
about  10  Hunk  a  rapidly  approaching  final.  Sorry,  end  of 
rant,  I'll  bcmore  cohercnl  next  month.  I  promise. 


•easonal 


The  Question  of  Kwanzaa 


Steve  Richman 

One  of  the  great  privelodges  of  writing  for  the  Innis  Her- 
ald, ij  Ihe  c^ipurtunity  to  ave  lime  and  money  on  holkUy  canls  by 
using  this  piper  as  a  means  of  saying  H»ppy  HoUdiyj  lo  e»di  lod  every 
one  one  of  you  who  Ixxhered  to  read  this  article. 
Dear  friends, 

Happy  Hanukah  lo  all  of  you  who  celebrate  the  Jewish  holiday 
of  lights!! 

Mcny  Chrislnus  lo  Ihe  mullltudes  of  Christians  who  spread  the 
holiday  spnritl! 

Happy  Kwanzaa.-   Happy  What? 

Pro  sorry,  but  today  was  tlie  first  tune  I  have  ever  beani  of  this 
holiday.  Maybe,  I  have  had  ray  head  stuck  in  sand  or  possibly  1  am  just 
stupid.  Eilherway,  since  my  ignorance  has  led  me  to  miss  Kwanzaa  for 
the  last  19  years,  I  am  going  lot/y  to  inform  you  about  the  basics  of  this 
holiday,  jusi  in  case  you  are  as  dumbwiited  as  me. 

Kwanzaa  Is  an  African-American  sptiilual  holiday  based  upon 
the  seven  principles  called  the  Nguzo  Saba.  Dr.  Maulana  Ron  Karcnga, 
a  key  participaiu  in  the  American  civil  rights  raovemenl.  devised,  de- 
veloped, then  put  into  motion  this  non-religious  celebration  of  the  soul. 
Kwaiuaa  is  a  Swahilt  won!  meaning  "first  fruits."  An  African  word 
waschosenloremmdAfricanAmericansofthelrhomeland.  Aiheory 
called  Kawaida  provides  the  cultural  principles  for  social  revolution- 
ary change  in  Black  America.  By  eaposing  Individuals  to  the  aWlity  to 
learn  and  celebrate  their  heritage,  tliis  idea  of  change  becomes  closer 
to  reality. 

Kwanzaa  is  a  spiritual,  festive  and  Joyous  celebralloa  of  the 
oneness  and  goodness  of  life.  Many  of  the  symbols  and  practices  ate 
designed  lo  strengthen  our  collective  self  concepi  as  a  people,  or  hon- 
our the  past,  and  to  critically  evaluate  the  present  situation  while  com- 
milting  ourselves  to  a  future  filled  with  increased  productivity  and  bet- 
ter spirit.  Kwanzaa  is  not  just  a  celebration  that  comes  once  a  year,  it  is 
a  way  of  life. 

The  focus  of  Kwanzaa  is  Ihe  importance  of  relating  the  past  in 
order  lo  better  comprehend  Ihe  present  and  deal  with  the  future.  The 
idea  is  that  a  people  who  have  never  looked  backward  to  their  ances- 
tors will  never  look  forward  to  posterity.  Therefore,  the  purpose  of  this 
holiday  is  to  maintain  and  cetelnaie  lu'stay.  "History  is  knowledge. 
Identity  and  Power."  It  is  important  within  this  way  of  life  to  practice 
Ihe  principles  in  our  lives  that  helped  our  ancestors  to  endure  oppiesion, 
slavery  and  raclsih  for  the  last  several  centuiies.  The  goal  which  is 
important  lo  Ihe  tradition  of  Kwanzaa  is  the  developmeni  of  a  commu- 
nal Improvement  of  self-esteem.  If  people  feh  better  about  themselves 
to  begin  with,  they  would  be  mote  likely  lo  want  to  belter  themselves 
further. 

The  actual  holiday  holiday  begins  on  December  26  and  contin- 
ues for  seven  days  undl  January  1,  New  Years.  Each  of  the  seven  days 
represents  one  of  Ihe  seven  days  which  shape  this  spiritual  existance. 

On  the  first  day  of  Kwanzaa  wc  celebrate  the  principle  of  Umoja  which  means  unity. 

On  the  second  day  of  Kwanzaa  we  celebrate  Ihe  principle  of  Xujichagulia  meaning  self-determination. 

On  the  third  day  of  Kwanzaa  wc  celebrate  Ihe  principle  of  Ujima  which  means  to  work  ti^tber. 

On  Ihe  fourth  day  of  Kwanzaa  we  celebrate  the  principle  of  Ujamaa  which  concenlralcs  on  sunxxting  one  another. 

On  Ihe  fifUi  day  of  Kwanzaa  wc  celebrate  Ihe  principle  of  Nia  which  means  purpose. 

On  Ihe  sixth  day  of  Kwanzaa  we  celebrate  ihc  principle  of  Kuumba  which  means  creativjiy. 

On  the  seventh  day  of  Kwanzaa  we  celebrate  the  principle  of  Zumba  stresses  faith,  especially  faith  in  ourselves. 

As  Kwanzaa  begins  people  begin  to  gather  in  the  evening  to  Ughl  the  candles  of  the  Kinara  and  share  liieir  thouguhts  on  the  Nguzo  Saba  of  liiat  particular  day.  Straw  hats,  candles, 
the  colours  red,  black  and  green,  fruits  ar^  vegetables  are  all  symbols  which  are  used  to  celebrate  this  holiday.  There  is  a  great  feist  on  the  sixth  night  called  Karunta.  At  this  feast  stories 
are  told,  songs  are  sung,  and  tots  of  good  food's  consumed.  There  is  also  a  lot  of  talk  of  succesful  or  famous  black  Americans  and  their  role  within  the  African  American  community.  There 
is  also  Ihe  traditional  exchange  of  gifts. 

Listen,  1  got  to  go  drink  some  beer  now.  I  hope  that  I  have  been  able  to  shed  some  light  on  the  topic  of  Kwanzaa.  In  addition.  I  hope  I  have  not  offended  anyone  or  misrepresented 
the  true  meaning  of  this  new  holiday. 

Anyway  have  a  happy  whatever  you  celebrate  and  happy  healthy  and  hardcore  New  Year. 


iiwla!i»€p(i-pi»mrm»m  ttoanedi  w^Si  llad  hitbm*tkw.<n  jMM«*  forttvait 
t<^^Si0t«(9J})^«'W)HKhsJC«^'I>t^  J^imttiudtb«»i»bl)ciMani»«edt)«a 
'  ifi!tes«iU<^«a!i{k4ii^r>^(llt^^  So  I  vreoS  to  Ui* 

«wr      (jjt  «^My  flttek)  and  dark  <|»tt«  •  Ul  of  Um  fiat-  Tbty  bail  no  eotitnd  ovtr  Um  wealher  <we 
•tiB  itm'U.y»ai  oo  >«al  smsiw  of  (xcdlctii^  \rtiea  or  where  tite  veatbtr  miald  bvaaa*  tnctement  and 
>  pm  <  (lurMV  On  top  of  Uuit,  tber*  vm  slwaya  the  citaaoc  thai  auppto  wowU  rus  out  ond  ao  more 
eouM  be  proeured,  ■•; 

Obvioudy,  people  today  do  Ml  have  to  contend  with  these  posslbOltles-  Wa  con  watch  the 
vrmthtr  cbsand  before  we  leave  the  tuwac  In  tltc  morning  and  If  we  run  out  of  bo^ela  and  crciun  dbc«M 
we  CIS  head  off  to  the  nearest  Grent  Cuiadlan  Bagel.  Thli  time  of  yertr  dgei  vflfM  many  p«opl« 
Itowercr,  whether  or  oat  they  rcattxelL  There  exists  ■  menu)  dlsordcr.csUcd  SAO  (ticasona]  afTcctlve 
disorder)  that  csviM  ticpnision  (eppareotly  caused  by  the  'lasenlog  of  exposnre  to  light").  The 
winter  solstice,  Iherefare,  being  the  (borloit  day  of  the  yctir,  contributes  to  Ihb  disorder. 

Appareutiy,  thcr*  are  mort  f»Uv«la  associated  with  the  winter  colstice  than  with  any  other 
time  «f  the  year.  (So  where  is  all  the  Information  on  them?)  The  Roman  Solar  Cult  held  (heir  m^Jor 
festival  an  the  winter  lolatlce.  Inlcrestlngly,  It  happened  to  fall  on  December  Z5th  In  one  particular 
year.  Ibis  b«cam«  a  trsdllloaal  date  and  erecluully  Christians  accepted  It  as  the  dale  of  the  birth  of 
Jesus  Chrijt. 

There  arc  four  giMter  and  four  ksser  festivals  each  year  in  the  Wkcas  calendar,  (thcae  are 
called  sabbati)  Wlatertolstke,  or  Viile,  la  one  of  the  lesser  festivals.  Some  holiday  trsdltloiis  can  trace 
■  tix^  coot*  buck  to  Ihts  (cstlvaL  Mistletoe,  for  example,  grows  atop  the  oak  (sacrtd  lo  Ihe  Wiccans),  st 
the  polal  tiostsi  (0  Umi  sdjo.  I've  got  to  wosder  why  I  Dcrcr  learned  about  TilAT in  Sunday  school— 
'  Tbere  is  a  fiestival  cd«brat«d  In  traa  called  Saila  whose  aim  is  to  'symbolically  iHinulate  Uie 
sua  to  gtlitrosger'.  The  Zuitl  First  nation  ccicbralec  "Skiilakn*  and  the  HopU  bold  festivals  to  *la- 
tture  the  victory  of  light  over  darki>es«°.  As  well,  the  winter  solstice  has  slgniricanca  Ibr  the  people  of 
the  Lakola  i~aet  Nadoo.  According  to  l^aula  (jUese,  Ihe  winter  solstice  is  the  only  time  during  tb<  year 
when  all  (cr  almott  all)  of  (he  LAkota  ruined  stars  -  the  sacred  drcle  of  ttart  -  appear  in  the  sky 
slinultaaeously.  The  sacred  circle  rises  due  cast,  wis  due  west,  and  reaches  Its  absolute  zenith  In  be- 
iweca. 

This  year,  the  mocm  will  be  dark  during  the  winter  solstice.  What  does  thai  mean,  you  ask?  It 
meao^  the  JMUEcy  ^Vay  will  be  vlAdblc  -  aud  you  may  catch  a  gUrupw  of  the  Crab  Nebula.  Uappy  pagan 
ftviiddag!!!  ; 

Inlarmatloa  ftom: 
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INNIS  GOES  ONLINE 

Paul  Leventis  &  Gregg  Paikowski 

The  Innis  Residence  will  soon  have  a  presence  oo  the 
Intemcl.  Tlie  new  Innis  Residence  web-site,  organized  by  Paul 
Levcnlis  and  Gregg  Paikowski,  will  be  hosted  by  Campus  Life,  a 
University  of  Toronto  web  server.  It  will  serve  both  Innis  residents 
aiuJ  people  interested  in  Innis  through  the  organization  of  Innis  net- 
work resources  and  student  activities,  posting  of  Innis  news  and 
events,  and  by  providing  a  student  viewpoint  of  life  at  Innis. 

The  Innis  residence  already  has  what  no  other  residence  does: 
a  residence-wide  Ethernet  network.  Over  this  netwoik  residents 
pcrfonn  many  tasks  such  as  the  sharing  of  data  and  multimedia 
files,  printer  sharing,  and  best  of  all,  netwoik  games.  In  addition, 
this  network  is  directly  connected  to  the  University  of  Toronto 
Internet  backbone,  providing  a  full-time,  high-speed  Internet  con- 
nection to  every  resident.  However,  the  internal  resources  of  the 
Innis  network  are  difficult  to  access.  Many  resources  require  pass- 
words for  security  reasons,  and  the  data  is  organized  by  computer, 
making  it  difficult  to  find  what  you  want. 

Enter  the  Innis  residence  web  site.  This  site  will  act  as  a 
starting  point  for  both  Irmis  residents  and  remote  users  alike.  It  will 
serve  as  a  central  directory  for  Innis  network  content,  providing  a 
"point-and-click"  interface  to  internal  references.  Though  it  is  un- 
clear at  this  time  whether  internal  network  data  will  be  available  to 
non-Innis  browsers,  this  possibility  is  being  explored. 

Another  prime  use  of  this  site  will  be  for  the  distribution  of 
the  news  and  events  of  Innis.  Floor-  and  residence-wide  events 
will  be  advertised  and  detailed  information  will  be  provided,  ena- 
bling Innis  residents  to  find  out  what's  up  from  the  comfort  of  their 
own  rooms.  Other  passible  items  of  information  could  be  the  min- 
utes of  IRC  and  floor  meetings,  requests  for  volunteers  for  Innis 
events,  and  announcements  by  the  administration. 

Possibly  the  most  useful  aspect  of  the  web  site  bom  an  in- 
ternal aspect  will  be  the  student  information.  We  hope  that  all  resi- 
dents of  Innis  will  have  a  small  comer  they  can  call  their  own  rang- 
ing from  a  small  description  of  who  they  are  and  a  picture  to  a 
collection  of  artwork  or  a  favourite  recipe  book.  Hopefully  diis 
will  allow  residents  to  find  people  with  similar  interests  and  put  a 
name  to  some  of  the  anonymous  faces  in  rez. 

The  Innis  web  site  will  be  open  to  content  from  any  Iimis 
resident,  and  people  are  encouraged  to  form  their  own  interest 
groups.  For  example,  the  web  site  could  act  as  a  meeting  place  for 
people  interested  in  playing  head-to-head  net  games,  or  for  people 
wanting  to  play  a  game  of  football.  The  uses  of  the  site  are  numer- 
ous: the  realization  of  the  potential  of  the  web  site  is  up  to  resi- 
dents. 

For  more  information,  please  e-mail  Paul  at 
leventi@ecf.utoronto.ca,  or  Gregg  at  patkows@ecf.toronto.edu,  or 
dropby  rooms  107  or  10  Innis  College.  Gregg  is  a  1st  year  Compu- 
ter Engineering  student,  and  Paul  is  in  1st  year  Engineering  Sci- 
ence. 


ASK  THE  RESIDENCE  BITCM 

MoanaBoute 

Hey  Hey  Innisites,  your  residem  bitch  therapist  Mosna  here  again  for  another 
bitching  session.  Just  to  clear  up  any  confusion,  those  ever  eye-calcbcing,  imagina- 
tive bitch  boxes  are  located  in  the  lobbies  of  the  residence  and  Innis  Colle^...  so  use 
'era! 

Our  first  bitch  for  the  month  of  December  comes  from  an  Innis  resident.  He/ 
She/It  writes: 

"I'd  like  to  bitch  about  the  fact  that  no  one  in  residence  sleeps  at  a  decern 

hour." 

Well,  "Kept  up  Late",  unfortunately  the  immense  course  load  at  the  Unrver- 
sily  requires  students  to  study  profusely.  Thus,  there  will  be  an  abundance  of  dedi- 
cated, hard  working  individuals  up  until  the  wee  hours  of  the  night,  trying  to  learn  as 
much  as  they  possibly  can.  Tm  sure  they  don't  mean  to  intrude  on  your  beauty  sleep, 
I  mean  some  do  tend  to  blast  their  music  very  loud  as  a  means  of  studying,  and  others 
choose  to  consume  large  quantities  of  alcohol  and  hurl  loudly  outside  of  your  room 
before  they  get  down  to  some  serious  learning.  Don't  be  alarmed,  these  are  legiti- 
mate ways  of  acquiring  knowledge  for  a  large  majority  of  Innis  students.  So,  my 
advice,  invest  in  some  cotton  balls  for  your  ea.-s  or  ...  a  mickey  of  vodka.  A  few 
shots  before  bed  should  help  you  block  out  the  noise. 

This  next  bitch  comes  from  an  Innis  studenL  Sbe/He/It  writes; 

'Td  like  to  bitch  about  men." 

Ah  men.  Pve  often  bitched  about  them  myself.  Those  complex  beings  who 
make  life  ever  so  interesting.  They  are  the  only  creatures  I  know  of  that  think  with 
their  heads,  often  the  ones  between  their  legs.  They  need  us  just  as  bad  as  we  need 
them,  and  one  glorious  day  we  shall  live  in  hippie  harmony.  But  in  the  meantime,  my 
advice  to  you  would  be  to  let  go  of  the  bitterness  ...  either  that  or  become  a  lesbian. 

Our  next  bitch  comes  ftxjm  an  other  Innis  resident.  He/She/Il  writes; 

"I  really  need  to  bitch  about  my  roommates.  The/re  impossible  to  live  with. 
None  of  us  get  along,  and  I  hate  them." 

Easy  there  bitter  bud.  It  looks  like  YOU  seriously  need  to  let  go  of  some 
bitterness.  Roommates  are  an  ongoing  problem  it  seems.  The  Mr.  President  man 
addressed  the  same  woe  in  a  superb  manner  in  the  September  issue.  It  would  be  well 
worth  your  while  to  check  it  out  Living  with  people  requires  a  great  deal  of  sacrifice 
and  compromise.  Since  you  do  have  to  live  with  Ibese  people  for  a  few  more  momhs, 
I  suggest  that  you  open  the  lines  of  coirmiunication  and  talk  things  over  with  them. 
Also,  hate  is  such  a  strong  term.  Utter  dislike  sounds  much  better.  However,  if 
talking  things  over  doesn't  work  there  are  a  few  options  open  to  you.  You  could  just 
ignore  them,  move  out  or ...  invest  in  an  uzi,  call  a  suite  meeting  and  blow  them  away 
when  they're  all  present.  Your  choice. 

Our  last  bitch  comes  from  an  Iimis  college  student  Sbe/He/It  writes: 

"Yeah,  I'd  like  to  bitch  about  the  intrinsic  nature  of  human  virtue  in  apes." 

Do  you  not  know  how  utterly  stupid  your  bitch  is?  Everyone  knows  that  the 
highest  level  of  human  virtue  lies  in  apes  alone.  To  even  dispute  or  downplay  this 
fact  is  the  mark  of  an  idiot  Listen,  the  only  advice  1  can  give  you  would  be  u>  get  off 
the  pipe  and  invest  a  few  more  years  in  grade  school. 

Well,  this  wraps  up  the  discussion  of  our  bitching  woes  for  Decembet  Keep 
the  bitching  alive  and  drop  by  Innis  College  or  the  residence  to  help  get  things  off 
yotir  chest 

Moana's  general  advice:  Keep  the  bitching  level  to  a  minimum  in  regards  to 
the  residence  front  desk  staff.  They  ain't  yo  mammas. 


Season's  Greetings  sez  Rez  Prez 
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Hello  everyone!  I  hope  that  end  of  term  essays  and  exams  haven't  reduced  you  to  a  quivering  pile  of 
jello  (as  they  have  me).  We  are  almost  halfway  through  our  stay  at  the  Innis  Residence  this  year  -  was 
it  good  for  you  (so  far?)?  More  on  the  way  in  '97.  Here  is  an  update  on  some  recent  developments  and 
upcoming  events. 

For  those  of  you  who  are  hooked  up  to  the  Internet,  you  should  know  that  two  Residence 
smdents  have  taken  the  initiative  to  create  a  Residence  Internet  What  this  will  mean  is  that  students 
will  be  able  to  create  their  own  web  pages,  announcements  of  House  and  Residence  events  will  be 
available  on-line,  and  network  games  may  be  available.  For  more  information  contact  Gregg 
Patkowski  (101)  and  Paul  Levcntis  (107).  Another  update:  because  of  overwhelming  demand  for  the 
two  VCRs  available  at  the  front  desk,  they  are  now  being  signed  out  for  blocks  of  hours  rather  than 
overnight  so  that  more  people  can  be  accomodated. 

I  know  that  1  don't  need  to  tell  you  (after  putting  signs  on  every  suite  bulletin  board)  but  there  will  be  an  overnight  ski  trip  happening  January  17  to  19  at  Mont 
Ste.  Anne,  just  East  of  Quebec  City.  $  1 57  includes  transportation,  accomodation,  lift  tickets  for  two  days,  and  ski  rentals.  If  you  have  your  own  skis,  it  will  cost  $  1 42. 
There  are  only  47  spots  available,  so  I  need  to  know  soon  (preferably  before  we  leave  for  the  holidays)  who  Is  interested.  Please  come  talk  to  rac  (527)  or  call  (351 
7097)  if  you  have  any  questions.  This  event  is  being  sponsored  by  both  the  IRC  and  ICSS,  so  all  residents  and  college  students  are  welcome  to  sign  up. 

If  you  want  to  get  involved  next  year,  there  are  a  number  of  brand  new  ways  to  do  so.  The  residence  will  need  committed  people  to  aiund  weekl)  meetings  of 
the  WUSC  planning  committee.  WUSC  is  an  international  group  which  sponsors  a  refugee  student  exchange  piograra,  which  has  been  going  it.  u  Innis  since  the  ^0i 
Lately  there  have  been  some  technical  difficulties  with  the  program,  and  this  committee  will  be  tesponsible  for  coming  up  with  a  new  plan  of  attack.  If  you  are 
interested  in  this  issue,  please  let  mc  know.  Also,  tliere  is  a  proposal  for  a  new  student  lounge  on  the  third  floor  of  the  old  building^i  Innis  college.  A  focus  group  of 
staff  and  students  has  been  l  .)mied  to  discuss  issues  dealing  with  this  pft)posal.  If  you  Uiink  you  might  have  some  input  on  the  subject  or  if  ii  sounds  al  all  interesting 
to  you,  and  you  would  liki;  to  be  a  member  of  the  focus  group,  either  come  to  an  IRC  meeting  or  talk  lo  mc  directly  (Not  that  this  mailers,  but  my  Don  iclb  mc  ihai 
for  smdents  who  want  to  g^t  back  into  res  next  year,  a  deciding  factor  may  be  participation  in  studeni  life.)  Once  again  -  suite  527.  phone*  351  7097.  e-mail 
d.abramson@utoronto.ca  . 

This  is  a  good  time  lor  me  to  thank  everyone  who  has  come  out  to  events  so  far  this  year,  and  a  special  thanks  lo  all  the  htKjse  reps  and  council  members  for  doing 
amazing  jobs  (you  know  who  >ou  are).  It's  my  third )  ear  in  Residence,  and  I've  seen  more  spirit  so  far  in  the  firsi  iccm  of  9<i'97  than  in  my  previous  t»  o  )cars  com- 
bined. I  w;uii  10  remind  all  readers  tlial  your  sludcm  government,  the  Innis      ^^M^     Residence  Council,  is  Iwre  lo  make  your  life  belter.  I  welcome  comments 
on  living  ill  res  from  all  sludciils,  and  I  hope  dial  I  can  do  a  good  job  for       m9^^^   everyone  in  '97.  Thanks  for  a  great  year  so  far.  and  happy  holid.i>s 


Escape  fr 


WrixmSpeen 


GETTING  POKED  FOR  THE  FIRST  TIME 


Many  people  are  now  loddng  st  acnpunctme  u  a  new  alttnudve  therapy.  It  is  wocft  oocing  that  for  ttie  Chinese  and  other  Eastern  people,  acupuncture  is  an 
established  medical  tifocedure  tlat  has  been  met!  frr  thnumvlt  ntyrm  tn  pmmw,  wmbtfam,  »«1  reanrr.  gnnrf  hf  jlih. 

The  traditional  Chinese  medieal  pmjtartivr  it  that  Ihr.  hrvly  hut  rti^  jKtity  tn  mainniiw  iwlf  m  «  halnnrwl  ila»  prr>vi<tf<1  iK  fiini-rinm  iirr  a/nrt ing  hamymimnly 

Acupuncture  supports  tbis  natitra]  process  by  eostiriiig  that  Ibe  body's  resources 

The  pcacdtiooer  ofThtditioDal  Chinese  Medicine  seeks  to  etfriiliiih  and  understand  Ibe  pattens  of  dishannooy  by  evaluating  (^ysical,  mental,  and  emociooal 
symptoms  and  (bus  identifingdierootof  the  imbalance  or  dysfunction. 

The  objective  is  not  merely  to  relieve  or  remove  the  symptoms,  albeit  one  tries  to  alleviate  any  discomfort  or  pain,  but  to  restore  the  body  to  its  own  balance-point 
of  optimal  functioning. 

The  holistic  ^jproach,  ix.  treating  the  body/mind/emotions  as  integrated  system  is  intrinsic  to  Traditional  Chinese  Medicine.  An  ajqitopriate  analogy  might  be  to 
examine  the  way  thai  we  treat  our  cars.  If  a  brake-pad  wears  out  more  quickly  than  it  should,  we  lake  the  car  to  a  mechanic  who  can  figure  out  WHY  the  pad  is  wearing 
out  and  fix  the  cause  as  well  as  replacing  the  pad  itself. 

When  dealing  with  our  bodies,  we  are  often  in  such  a  rush  to  eliminate  the  symptoms  and  our  ensuing  discomfort,  that  we  often  think  of  healing  in  terms  of  a  quick 
fix.  We  perceive  ourselves  as  'sick*  and  we  warn  to  be  'cured*.  The  TCM  practitioner  identi/ies  which  organ/organ  systems  are  functioning  in  a  deficient  or  excessive  way, 
which  are  the  consequences  of  this  dysfunction  and  manifestations.  By  callibrating  the  appropriate  'paitf  at  fault,  the  ripple  effect  changes  from  one  of  pathological 
consequences  to  one  of  harmwiious  functioning. 

Meridians  and  Channels  with  influential  GOING  DOWN  DEEP 

points  on  those  same  to  alter  the  energy 
flow  and  fluid  balance  of  the  body  to 
callibiale  the  optimal  Iwtctioning  of  the 
body's  oijaos.  Heibal  medicines  are  used 
concurrently  to  suppMt  these  changes  and 
adjustments  from  the  inside,  as  it  were. 
To  draw  another  analogy,  you  can  let  out 
steam  from  a  valve  that  is  over-pressured 
due  to  an  obstruction  in  a  pipe.  However, 
if  the  problem  is  a  lack  of  steam  produc- 
tion, you  can  supplement  the  beat  by  turn- 
ing up  the  furnace.  Acupuncture  is  the  re- 
lease of  steam  from  the  valve  but  the 
betbal  medicines  are  better  able  to  Teed' 
the  heat  production  in  itself. 

If  you  see  a  TMC  practitioner,  you 
will  be  asked  many  questions;  your  an- 
swers will  help  to  form  a  picture  of  sys- 
tems and  patterns  of  functioning.  The 
treatment  you  receive  will  be  a  multi- 
tiered  approach  to  deal  with  your  imme- 
diate symptoms  in  the  short-lenn  and  to 
regulate  your  body  functioning  in  the 
longer  term.  One  of  the  most  striking 
things  you  will  notice  is  that  many  symp- 
toms, which  undera  Western  (allopathic) 
perspective  are  unrelated  will  be  consid- 
ered as  completely  normal  and  predict- 
able from  aTCM  perspective.  Everything 
from  your  appetite,  sleep  patterns,  emo- 
tions and  moods  will  tell  your  practitioner 
what  is  functioning  in  harmony  and  what 
is  working  in  a  counter-productive  way. 
By  tracing  all  the  'ripples'  back  to  the 
central  causative  factors,  a  treatment  can 
reasonably  be  prescribed. 

Just  as  in  any  Western  Doctor's 
office,  remember  your  rights; 
You  have  a  right  to  be  listened  to,  taken 
seriously  and  treated  with  respect  and 
courtesy.  You  have  a  right  to  ask  ques- 
tions and  be  given  answers  and  explana- 
tions. You  should  feel  that  you  practi- 
tioner is  competani  and  supportive  yet 
that  you  arc  a  part  of  this  process  of 
becomming  healthier. 
Furthermore,  Acupuncture  should  not 
cause  you  pain,  you  should  ensure  ad- 
equate follow  up  if  herbal  medicines  are 
prescribed  and  you  should  only  allow 
STERILE  DISPOSABLE  needles  to  be 
inserted  into  your  skin.  Make  sure  that 
your  Acupuncturist  is  qualified  but  also 
make  suie  that  you  help  him/her  to  use 
theirexpertise  by  being  honesL  Lifestyle 
matters;  if  your  instincts  tell  you  that  you 
cannot  trust  a  practitioner  with  the  truth 
about  your  lifestyle,  trust  your  instincts 
and  find  a  person  you  CAN  talk  to.  Re- 
member, if  you  find  the  right  person,  the 
two  of  you  will  be  a  good  team  and  may 
be  working  together  for  a  long  time. 
(Ed,  note:  Miriam  Speers  is  a  regis- 
tered Traditional  Chinese  Doctor  with- 
out whom  hair  the  executive  would  be 
sick  right  now.) 


The  sun  beating  down  on  the  waves  is  heavier  than  the  steel  on  my  back.  The  anchor  is  lowered  with  resolution.  I 
seem  to  grow  fins  as  I  fall  backwards  into  the  place  that  is  my  true  boine,  and  my  life.  I  slowly  descend  from  the  underbelly 
of  the  boat  on  a  liiie  down  to  freedoin.  Only  fragiiunts  of  sun  rays  reinain  as  I  confnmt  the  depths  of  the  ccean  and  myself; 
as  I  glide  over  the  wall.  As  erne  of  "those  who  dive"  (whk^h  therefore  permits  me  to  look  down  on  those  who  do  not)  I  have 
becmne  a  visitor  to  a  universe  that  is  an  entity  in  and  of  itself. 

Humans  have  been  intrigued  by  Ibe  mysteries  of  the  depths  for  thousands  of  years,  as  ancient  temple  drawings  have 
illustrated.  Homer's  Iliad,  written  in  the  7di  century  BCE,  makes  mention  of  oyster  diving.  Breathing  tubes  (or  primitive 
snorkles)  were  the  first  apparatus  to  be  used  to  attempt  to  manoeuver  underwater.  Mililaiy  divers,  or  rather,  swimmers, 
used  breathing  tubes  in  order  to  swim  unseen  beneath  the  surface  of  the  water.  TTie  mbes  were  not  very  effective,  for  tlie 
diver  was  limited  to  surface  operation,  and  could  not  observe  Ibe  ocean  floor. 

The  first  record  of  a  dive  made  in  a  bell  was  the  descent  of  Alexander  the  Great  in  a  diving  bell  designed  by 
Aristotle  in  the  4th  century  BCE.  Develc^mienis  and  improvements  in  underwater  technology  in  the  17th  century  pro- 
duced a  refined  diving  bell,  or  inverted  bucket  structure  with  its  bottom  open  to  the  water,  suspended  from  the  surface  by 
cables.  The  device  bad  to  be  weighted  so  it  would  sink.  The  air  sxipply  at  depth  would  quickly  dimini^.  The  bell  would  fill 
with  carbon  dioxide  and  have  to  return  to  the  surface  to  be  replenished.  The  first  diving  suits  and  helmets  of  the  17  Century 
were  enclosed  diving  bells  wiht  water  tight  openings  for  the  arms  and  legs.  The  eariy  suits  limited  freedom  of  movement 
at  depth  because  there  was  no  way  to  obtain  a  continual  air  supply.  The  1 9th  century  brought  pumps  delivering  air  at  depth 
under  pressure  to  supply  diving  suits.  The  first  fully  enclosed  dive  suit  was  designed  in  the  mid  1 8(X)s,  when  diving  was  an 
industry  of  considerable  importance  to  Great  Britain.  The  20th  century  brought  the  demand  regulater  or  mouthpiece,  and 
high  pressure  tanks,  therefore  creating  unrestricted  mobility  at  depth  and  the  acronym  Self  Contained  Underwater  Breath- 
ing Aparams.  SCOBA  was  bora! 

The  major  breakthroughs  in  diving  technology  have  taken  place  within  this  century.  Under  the  water  the  diver  is 
completely  dependent  upon  his  equipment  and  his  training.  SCUBA  diving  is  a  very  safe  sport  when  one  is  trained.  So 
what  does  it  take  to  join  the  ranks  of  Jacques  Causleau,  Alexander  the  Great  and  Mickey  Hart,  and  enter  the  underwater 
realm?  Training  takes  time  and  unfortunately  a  lot  of  money.  After  completing  the  basic  diving  course,  one  is  qualified  to 
dive  in  open  water  anywhere  in  the  worid.  This  course  costs  about  $300,  and  includes  pool  and  open  water  training.  To 
advance  in  diving  one  must  take  a  variety  of  expert  courses  and  log  many  hours  under  the  water.  Expert,  night  diving, 
navigation  and  instructor  courses  are  available,  as  well  as  specialty  courses,  such  as  underwater  photography  and  SCUBA 
rescue.  Training  is  available  out  of  any  dive  shop.  Wateriine  Sports,  at  Avenue  Road  and  Fairlawn,  offers  a  variety  of 
courses  at  reasonable  prices  (they  have  a  payment  plan).  On  campus,  Hart  House  has  a  SCUBA  club  which  organizes 
courses  and  dive  trips. 

In  the  absence  of  knowledge  and  training,  diving  can  become  very  dangerous.  For  every  three  feet  (3(XX)  psi)  the 
diver  must  equalize  the  pressure  in  his  ears  to  avoid  damage.  Swimming  to  the  bottom  of  a  pool  without  clearing  your  ears 
could  break  your  eardrum.  I  did  that  once  while  diving  for  a  shot  during  an  underwater  hockey  game.  It  hurt  like  hell  and 
took  a  month  to  heal.  My  diving  instructor  told  our  class  a  story  of  a  girl  who  was  snorkling  and  took  a  breath  from  a 
friend's  diving  gear  at  depth.  She  was  not  trained,  so  she  did  not  know  that  she  had  to  exhale  continuously  while  surfacing. 
Her  lungs  exploded.  It  is  also  important  to  be  wary  of  day  lon£  diving  courses  offered  at  resorts.  My  first  dive  was  on  one 
of  those  cruise  courses  in  the  Caribbean.  It  was  very  beautifijl,  but  I  realized  when  1  look  a  proper  course  that  1  had  put  my 
life  in  danger  Not  all  resorts  have  quality  equipment  or  certified  insmiciors.  Proper  u-aining  and  good  physical  condition 
ensure  a  safe  dive.  The  diver  relies  on  his  equipment  entirely  underwater,  .to  good  equipment  is  also  essential.  One  re- 
quires fms,  boots,  snorkle,  mask,  wetsuit  (ordrysuit  in  colder  waters),  a  breathing  apparatus,  air,  depth,  direction  and  time 
monitors,  a  writing  slate,  a  tank,  and  a  buoyancy  controlled  vest  to  hold  it  all  together.  This  array  of  equipment  is  very 
expensive,  running  into  thousands  of  dollars.  Rentals  out  of  dive  stores  are  less  expensive,  but  over  time  they  become 
costly. 

Divers  are  a  very  unique  group.  In  my  experience  many  of  them  are  hyperactive  and  eccentric.  Perhaps  they  are 
experiencing  nitrogen  narcosis  (becoming  intoxicated  at  depths  below  100ft.  due  u>  nitrogen)  from  spending  too  much 
time  underwai:r.  The  trust  that  develops  between  divers  is  unique,  especially  the  bond  between  diving  buddies.  Diving  is 
a  sport  thai  can  never  be  undertaken  alone.  Even  if  you  have  been  paired  for  a  dive  with  someone  you  have  just  met,  you 
are  going  into  a  different  reality  together.  You  have  to  trust  thai  partner,  for  you  maintain  one  another's  balance  under  the 
water.  Communicating  underwater  is  very  differeiU  than  it  is  on  land.  When  diving,  the  senses  are  weakened,  leaving  the 
diver  dependant  on  intuition  and  rehucatioo.  Under  the  water  you  become  tuned  to  your  sixth  sense,  your  center,  your 
balance.  Underwater  you  are  breathing  clean  air,  deeply,  slowly,  and  continuously.  You  learn  how  to  move  fluidly,  main- 
taining your  body's  neutral  buoyancy.  Dive  buddies  are  left  with  a  few  diving  hand  signals  and  mask  obstructed  facial 
expressions  as  forms  of  communication.  Underwater  you  can  feel  your  partner  beside  you,  the  two  of  you  move  together, 
often  holding  bands  meeriy  to  make  a  human  connection  in  dial  space  of  absolution. 

Environmental  issues  and  diving  are  closely  related.  I  may  never  be  able  to  remm  to  my  fust  dive  sight,  Cozumel, 
Mexico,  the  place  where  I  was  reborn  to  the  water  -  for  the  reef,  which  sustains  the  lives  of  millions  of  creatures,  is  being 
destroyed  to  build  a  mariim  for  cruise  ships.  Divers  themselves,  especially  inexperienced  ones,  often  damage  reefs  and 
marine  life  as  well  by  kicking  the  reef  and  stirring  up  bottom  dust.  Acheiving,  neutral  buoyancy  avoids  this  problem. 
Feeding  marine  life  (dierefore  disrupting  life  cycles),  spearfishing,  even  (believe  it  or  not)  riding  on  the  backs  of  sea  turtles 
causes  damage.  (I  hold  sea  turtles  in  too  high  a  reveratice  to  even  consider  touching  them).  Diving,  and  its  technology 
related  to  the  science  of  air  production  is  essential  to  current  environmental  issues.  Our  future  under  the  sea  may  well 
determine  our  long  term  survival  on  this  planet.  The  development  of  cleaner  air  to  breaUie  underwater  may  well  ultimately 
affect  every  aspect  of  our  lives.  ^rij^^The  possibilities  of  our  future  under  the  sea  are  mind  boggling.  I  am  very 
lucky  that  1  have  the  privilcdge  of  being,  as  diver  (and  drummer! )  Mickey  Han's  T-shirts  state,  a  "Grateful 

Diver".  WBSBf 


Anonymous  Phalluscs  End  Fallaclcs 

I  was  walling  thraigh  Sid  Smith  recently  when  I  heard  two  girts  talking  about  ibcir  weekend.  Usually  I'd  not  stoop  so  low 
as  to  eavesdrop,  but  (he  phrase  I  overiicaid  was  "Jesus,  Marie,  I've  never  been  with  a  guy  that  was  quite  so  pathetically  awful  in 
bed."  My  interest  piqued,  1  sat  down  to ...  uh_.(ahem)  study.  1  sat  enthralled.  What  makts  a  man  bad  in  bed?  What  unknowing 
wisdoms  could  th^  unwitting  ladies  pass  on  to  a  naive,  gonnless  Rico  Suave  type  like  myself? 

My  virgin  ears  grew  redder  and  redder  as  1  realized  that  I  was  in  fact  guilty  of  most  of  the  sins  Mark's  friend  described. 
Not  only  had  1  not  realized  thai  sotne  women  need  clitoral  stimulation  to  climax,  I'd  also  ( foolishly,  now  I  know)  assumed  that 
when  a  woman  seemed  to  have  had  an  orgasm,  she  had  one  for  real.  I  hadn't  realized  that  things  work  both  ways  all  the  lime  and 
that  since  1  might  have  been  given  a  blow-job,  the  woman  might  expect  something  similar...  That's  just  not  my  thing.  How  many 
guys  do  you  know  who  actually  enjoy  giving  head?  According  to  Marie's  companion  diis  makes  me  shitty  in  bed. 

Does  that  really  matter? 

I  ask  of  you  women  everywhere,  how  is  a  guy  to  know?  Thanks  to  my  new  lobby-of-Sid  Smith  sex-ed  teachers,  I've 
learned  a  couple  of  things;. 

1.  Never  just  stick  it  in.  This,  in  my  opinion,  has  often  been  the  great  culmination...  Part  of  the  ultimate  satisfaction-post- 
anticipation  factor.  But  I  am  apparently  misled. 

2.  If  it  doesn't  last  mote  than  two  minutes  it  ain't  good  enough  for  the  girl  (o<^,  sorry,  the  delightful  lady).  I'd  never  have  thought  about  it  as  (dare  1  say  it)  Pre-Mature 
Ejaculation,  I 'd  always  figured  simply  that  it  was  good  enough  for  nie  to  come  quickly. 

3.  According  to  those  girls,  men  are  inherently  insensitive.  You  know  the  old  joke,  "Tvow  does  a  real  man  know  when  a  woman  has  had  an  orgasm?  Areal  man  doesn't 
care."  Well,  I've  tried  to  care,  honest  I  wanted  to  tell  Marie's  friend  that  a  "real"  man  is  likely  too  insecure  to  ask  whether  or  not  she  had  been  well  and  truly  satisfied. 
Sex  isn't  necessarily  good  or  bad  for  a  guy,  especially  when  an  csgasm  can  be  simply  the  means  to  an  uncomfortably  homy  end.  Besides,  it  really  isn't  my  fault  that  each 
woman  is  physiologically  different  and  it  might  take  a  couple  of  urics  to  get  eveiything  shipshape. 

4.  In  the  immortal  words  of  Marie,  "why  don't  men  realize  that  they  have  tongues  for  other  uses  than  aiming  their  spit-balls?" 

Like,  really.  Not  to  sound  whiny  or  anything,  but  I  fuck  to  come,  not  to  {»actice  tongue-in-tiactioa  procedures.  (Should  I  have  censored  that?  ed.)  I've  read 
the  Joy  of  Sex,  looked  at  the  pictures  in  the  Kama  Sutra  and  I  am  reasonably  well-hung.  Doesn't  that  make  me  a  Top  Cheese?  According  to  the  Sex-O-Meter  at  the 
CH.E.  I  am  passionate  and  sensual,  but  not  by  Marie  and  her  friend's  standards.  In  their  eyes,  I  am  one  of  a  plethora  of  slabs  of  meat  who,  aside  from  not  being  in  touch 
with  my  feminine  side  (which  I  didn't  even  that  know  I  had  ...is  it  on  the  left  or  right?),  am  not  aware  of  what  makes  a  woman  feel  special. 

Being  bad  in  bed  is  a  fact  I  am  slowly  coming  to  terms  with  (no  pun  intended).  I  have  no  desire  to  think  of  servicing  the  woman  as  a  queen  and  her  pooaatuiy  as 
saned  territory  (thank  you  Saurabh  Shanna),  because  basically,  we  are  about  to  engage  in  a  carnal,  primitive  rituaL  It  is  the  oldest  ritual  knowTi  to  mankind  dating  back 
to  the  cavemen...  who  were  not  known  for  their  sensitivity  (but  aren't  they  all  dead?  ed.).  My  sensitivity  is  not  even  in  question.  I  read  poetry,  wear  black  turtle-necks 
and  watch  Bravo.  I  don't  even  like  football. 

I  bet  at  this  point  all  you  women  out  there  are  wondering  if  I  have  a  girifnend.  Well,  1  have  two.  They  don't  know  about  each  otfier  but  they  are  both  quite  happy 
with  the  state  of  afifeits  in  terms  of  our  sexual  relationships.  I  see  one  on  weekends  and  the  other  during  the  week.  The  missionary  position  was  good  enough  for  old 
priests  and  is  good  enough  for  me  too.  1  don't  cheat  on  them  and  can  osually  do  it  twice  in  one  night.  I  even  change  the  chantsels  for  one  of  my  girls  during  sex  so  she 
can  concentrate.  Is  this  not  the  ultimate  consideration?  •  o 

Marie's  friend  described  the  poor  sod  as  a  "half-wilted  wonder."  It  is  a  known  fact  that  the  male  member  is  sometimes  not  very  strong.  It  can  even  malfunction 
attimes.  Thishashappenedtothebcstofus.  Whenever  it  docs  I  hang  my  head  in  shame.  It's  got  nothing  to  do  with  being  crappy  in  bed.  At  least  most  men  don't  actually 
crap  in  bed.  1  recommend  listening  to  very  loud  Lynyrd  Skyiud. 

She  also  mentioned  that  he  slobbered  all  over  her.  This  speaks  for  itself.  This  is  unnecessary  and  rather  unappetizing.  Unless  of  course  you  have  canine  ancestry. 

I  apologize  to  all  the  women  out  there  that  feel  as  if  they've  been  slighted.  I  hereby  vow  never  to  slobber  and  to  remember  the  tongue  rule.  I  don't  know  if  I'll  ever 
like  the  taste  of  you-know-what  but  my  tongue  is  hereon  in  at  the  disposal  of  the  rest  of  the  woman's  body  (as  long  as  it  is  reasonably  dean).  The  sound  of  "pathetically 
awful  in  bed"  rings  in  my  ears  and  I  don't  want  it  to  be  said  about  me  or  any  of  the  Herald's  male  readers.  Marie  and  her  friend  have  instilled  a  new  sense  of  purpose  into 
my  libido.  Hell,  I'll  even  uy  and  do  it  four  times  in  one  night  tonight  to  prove  it  And  then  again  this  weekend  to  show  that  some  men  believe  in  equality. 

Truth  be  told,  guys  don't  give  a  flying  fuck.  Or  a  sitting  one.  Or  even  lying  down.  They  take 
what  they  can  gel,  'cuz  Boyz  just  wanna  have  fun  too. 


DILDOES  ARE  BETTER  THAN  MEN 

Persephone 

This  article  is  the  result  of  a  late  afternoon  rant  with  some  of  my  womyn  friends.  All  of  us  were 
(and  still  are)  going  through  severe  man  trouble.  The  subject  of  dildoes  came  up,  as  it  always  docs 
when  discussing  men,  and  we  came  to  the  conclusion  thai  we  womyn  don't  need  men  -  we  can  buy 
cocks  that  are  bigger  than  anything  we  would  normally  pick  up  and  they  dont  take  up  as  much  room. 
Anyways,  here  is  a  list  of  reasons  why  any  sister  who  is  sick  of  fucking  men  and  doesnt  feel  it  neces- 
sary to  have  any  partner,  male  or  female,  should  partake  in  tlie  fine  art  of  self-loving, 

1 .  Dildoes  are  low  maintenance,  mild  soap  and  wausr  before  and  after  use  will  just  about  do  iL 

2.  You  can  share  dildoes  (after  using  the  above  u»;hnique  and  putting  a  condom  on  it)  without  any  son 
of  killing  jealousy. 

3.  Dildoes  don't  leave  a  bigger  wet  spot  than  you  do. 

4.  Dildoes  know  what  "NO"  means. 

5.  You  cannot  get  pregnant  or  contract  any  STD's  (if  you  clean  it  properly  after  sharing)  from  dildoes. 

6.  Dildoes  don't  lie. 

7.  You  don't  h.ive  to  explain  to  a  dildo  what  a  clitoris  is. 

8.  Dildoes  arc  always  in  the  mood. 

9.  Dildoes  drn'i  fart  and  then  deny  it. 

10.  Dildoes  don't  make  stupid  comments  on  things  that  they  know  nothing  about  (l.e.  mensUijalion, 
politics,  etc.) 

1 1 .  Dildoes  don't  fiick  around  (unless  you  want  them  to). 

12.  Dildoes  don^  use  sbjpid  pick-up  lines. 

1 3.  A  dildo  would  not  eat  the  last  slice  of  cheese  cake. 

14.  A  dildo  would  not  a;:tumc  that  it  is  the  most  qualified  for  the  Job  simply  because  It  Is  a  dilda 

15.  Dildoes  don't  leave  dishes  in  the  sink  or  socks  on  the  floor. 

16.  Dildoes  don't  care  if  you  gain  10  pounds. 

1 7.  Dildoes  don't  bail  on  you  and  then  leave  their  stuff  In  you  basement  indefinately  (but  Pm  not  bltwr 
or  anything). 

18.  A  dildo  would  not  bitch  about  your  caL 

19.  Dildoes  dont  join  frals. 

20.  Dildoes  don't  nssuine  thai  everything  lliey  say  is  gospel  just  because  they're  dildoc.s. 
There  you  have  it  gnlz.  This  is  a  call.  Give  up  that  man  and  lake  up  the  latex 
beast.  You  have  nothing  to  lose  but  your  frustration. 


Quotes  About  Sex 

"Remetnber,  If  you  smoke  after  sex  you're  doing  It  too 
fast"  .  -.anijnjinous 
When  authorities  warn  you  of  the  sinfulness  of  sex, 
there  Is  an  hnportant  lesson  to  be  learned.  Do  not  have 
sex  with  the  authorities.— From  "Bask  Sex  Facts  For 
Today's  Youdgfolk"  In  _Lire  In  Hell-  by  Matl 
GrocnJng 

Aldous  Huxley  ones  said  that  an  intellectual  is  a  p<r- 
son  who's  found  one  thing  that's  more  Interesting  than 
sex—  ■       -  - 

.''Is  It  not  true  tlwt  sex  degrades  womco  .  If  II  Is 

any  good"  Alan  Partrldg* -Bl3C  Radio  4 

I  am  silli  of  opinion  that  only  two  topics  can  beotlhc 
least  taterest  to  a  serious  and  studiouj  mood  -  kx  and 
Uiedead.::,  :  ■,    '  "j-WaUiun Butter Yojtj 

,  The  turtle  U>es  'twlit  plated  decks  which  pr*ctjcslly 
'.  conceal  llj  sex.  I  think  it  dc vtr  of  the  turtle  la  such  a 
fll (0  be !»  fertile: '      -     '  •  "  ■  r -Odgcn  NiuJi 

Is  Sex  Necessary  TTltle  of  book  by  Jamti  Ttiurber  and 
E.B.Whte:-  ^v:"-':''  '-/.j/r:- 
■  '  CarolusV,  Emperor  of  Rocie;  wis  wont  to  wyiiat 
IheHlspairfc  (onjue  was  »eetnly  for  cotiTtr«  «llh  God, 
the  FrtncJi  ■with  trlcnai.the  (Jenn»n'Mitft  eoctnki,  lie 
Italian  i«ltb  the  fejntolne  »ex.'  -  '.Ukh'kfl  L«rtK>oosoT 

"The  o^inhlpr«jicnl  process  01  sex,  »i  It  is  »omi  Into 
the  whole  testun  ofour  man's  or  woman'*  body,  U  the 
patttniofaJl  (he  process  of  our  life.  "-Havclock  EiUs 

Is  ftx  dlny?  Only  if  it's  dotK  riiht.'    -Woody  Allen 

Give  m«  chastity  «ud  contiottice  -  but  not  jct- 
„  '  '       -Satnt  Aujiutlne 

Sex-»ppcal  Is  the  kcjTiolc  ofour  whole  ch  lUraCk-n.  - 
Henri  BcfBSon 

Is  Is  not  slntnce  (hat  dodre  should  «o  tnaoy  years 
outlive  performance?  •Shakcspcsire 
It  Is  Important  to  keep  abreast  of  other  tootue 
B.alinan 


The  Second  Ever  Literai^^  Supplement 


The  Duchess  does  Chapters 

My  first  foray  into  jounuJism  was  to  be  at  the  Sarah,  cx-Duchess  of  Yort:  book  signing  al  Oic  newly  opened  Chaptcn 
bookstore  od  Bkxr..  Ftxpe  was  in  Ibiriatt}  as  a  "single  woiiing  mother"  lo  pcomote  "My  Stoiy."  the  autobiography  she  has 
recently  penned  (well,  penned  it  with  Jeff  O^km,  but  I  just  know  it^  flxKe  Uttle  tiny 

who  actually  write  the  books).  Feigie  probably  hopes,  everyone  win  buy  her  book  and  she  won't  be  S  million  dollars  in  depl 
inymote.  This  was  pretty  much  coofinned  by  her  publicist,  who  informed  die  assembled  masses  that  "tta  ultiiruUc  goal  is 
hqipioess,  peace,  and  ptospaity." 

As  a  reporter,  I  sharpened  and  alerted  my  senses  to  imbibe  eveiy  detail.  The  tmX  thing  that  I  observed  is  dmt  on  the  cover 
photoof  her  book,  Fetgie  is  wearing  black  leather  pants  and  and  biick  Chanel  nailpolisfa  on  her  toes.  The  second  thing  that  I 
Dodced  was  that  the  3  suxey  bookstore  was  packed  with  faundieds  more  people  than  had  atteixled  the  Johnnie 
Shapiro  and  Joan  Collins  bodcslote  signing!  COMBINED.  I  was  initially  surprised  to  team  that  Ftaigie  had  written  a  tell  aD,  as 
one  of  the  conditioas  of  her  divorce  settlement  forbade  her  from  telling  her  sea  Us,  I  guess  that  she  got  away  with  it  by  writing 
things  like  -  "I  feel  happiest  in  my  moments  with  Her  Majesty  ■  she  is  k>yal,  steadfast  and  consistent  -  the  qualities  I  most 
admire."  Funny,  I  dvought  that  F^rgie  felt  happiest  having  rough  sex  (can  be  substituted  with  "sunbathing  in  the  nude  on  the 
Riviera",  bodi  are  TRUE!)  With  virtually  no  ofqpositirai  and  no  pess  pass,  I  gained  admittance  to  the  media  gallery,  which 
makes  me  ctMcemcd  for  poor  Feigie's  safety  on  future  book  touts.  How  was  Chapters  to  know  thai  I  wasnt  some  pistol-packing 
fan  described  as  "quiet"  by  my  neighbors?  When  Fergie  arrived,  Chapters  was  transformed  into  an  eddying  mass  of  hysteria. 


the  slightly  cra2ed  energy  as  palpable 
as  in  a  stadhun  full  of  British  soccer 
fans.  Such  is  the  drawing  power  of  disgraced  ex-royalty.  Comparing  the  worshipful 
ebullition  which  greeted  Fergie  to  the  mild  excitement  generated  at  Alfred  Sung's 
perfiime  sample  signing  al  Eaton's,  I  was  btown  away.  I  mearu  Alfied  Sung  single 
handedly  introduced  "beige"  into  the  landsc^  of  Camdian  fashion! 

In  her  defense,  Feijie  seemed  very  charming  and  sweet  Chapteis  had  given 
out  500  cards,  ar>d  their  hicky  posessors  were  the  only  people  allowed  to  get  Fcrgie's 
autograph  (in  a  method  similar  to  the  golden  ticket  process  of  elimination  employed 
in  "Charlie  and  the  Chocolate  Factory ").  The  first  thing  the  Fergie  announced  was  thai 
she  wouM  slay  undl  ^  had  signed  every  one's  book.  She  was  being '  Fet£ie  the  Pleasei", 
a  term  she  cites  FREQUENTLY  throughout  the  psychoanalydcal  discourse  which 
comprises  most  of  her  book.  Fergie  ihe  Pkaser  vrarked  tirelessly,  signing  hundreds  of 
books  and  making  "you're  so  kind  lo  wait  this  long"  sound  fiesh  every  time.  She 
^jpeared  to  be  genuinely  touched  by  babies.  She  stayed  way  over  her  scheduled  de- 
parture time  of  one  thirty  and,  unlike  the  press,  refrained  from  smckering  at  the  two 
teenaged  girls  who  were  so  overcome  at  meeting  her  Ihey  cried  (people  react  similarily 
to  Fergie,  the  Beatles,  and  the  Pope).  In  fact,  I^rgie  seemed  pretty  damn  terrific, 
although  I'm  not  going  to  remove  some  of  my  earlier,  nastier  statements  in  Ihe  interest 
of  objectivity.  Although  I  do  fieel  guilty.  Fergie  even  offered  up  an  exclusive  scoop  to 
the  Herald  readers:  her  favourite  beet  is  Beck's. 


MyPalAL 


Allen  Ginsberg  is  my  favourite  IS  year  old  gay  Jew'.  When  I  found  out  that 
the  King  of  May  was  coining  lo  town.  I  decided  to  run  down  Queen  Street,  starving, 
hysterical,  and  naked,  with  a  copy  of  Reality  Sandwiches  in  hand,  screaming  out  my 
fevourite  veises  to  ruuneless  faces  on  the  westbound  streetcar. 

Otk  month  later.  Allen  Ginsbeij.  Tonight  The  ghost  of  NcalCassidy  floats 
through  the  deadbeat  air  of  ConHall  like  the  smell  of  «wge  flavcmied  sore  throat 
candy.  A  minion  cheap  colour  i^iotocc^ies,  living  and  breathing,  of  Dean  Moriarty, 
shuffle  to  find  seats  with  a  good  view  of  '<jinsbeig"  -  everybody's  favourite  dirty 
oW  gay  guy. 

The  vibe  is  creepy.  Everybody  (myself  inchided,  I  admit))  is  wearing  expen- 
sive French  versions  of  their  dad's  high  school  glasses  with  the  thick  black  frames. 
Digitally  re-produced  Herbert  Hunckes  litter  the  lobby  drinking  Sprite,  contemplat- 
ing Howl.  The  lady  behind  the  Ginsbeig  swag  table  is  selling  copies  of  Ginsberg's 
brandspankingnew  Selected  Poems  to  teenage  girls.  Also  for  sale,  a  print  by  a  kxial 
artist  featuring  a  banana  and  two  apples  positioned  lo  mimic  the  male  crotch  area. 
How  Ginsberg! 

Inside  the  venue,  a  huge  painting  (also  by  the  banana  artist)  hangs  behind  a 
Victorian  style  chair  and  a  little  coffee  table.  This  piece  of  "art"  shows  a  baud  of 
sensitive  naked  males  itinning  away  from  macho  combat  troops  with  cocked  rifles. 

People  are  looking  at  other  peqple,  comparing  wardrobes  and  glasses  and 
attitudes.  Diehard  hif^iies.  computer  geeks,  crusty  academics,  britpop  kids,  medita- 
tion freaks,  senior  citizens.  TheyVe  all  here.  Wailing  for  the  same  thing.  United  by 
the  geeky-kxAing  poet  from  Newark.  Ithink  about  the  famousJi&wshotofKerouac 
-  him  leaning  against  a  red  brick  wall,  puffing  on  a  flaming  white  tube,  hanging  out 
The  soul  of  this  generaticm-defining  image  has  been  artificially  transpwted  into  the 
nineties,  here,  in  Toronto,  downtown,  at  (invocation  Hall,  now. 

So,  the  big  question  is,  is  this  genuine  £»•  not?  To  teU  you  the  milh.  I  feel  lie 
a  new  wave  Kling-On,  riding  the  surf  of  beatnik  culturc're-inmgining  a  dead  era.  I ' 
mean,  people  ate  wearing  berits.  I'm  having  a  tough  time  taking  myself  seriously. 
Me  and  my  friend.  Lucas,  who  is  wearing  his  orange-tinted  sunglasses  and  Afghani 
beanie,  sit  and  wait  I  take  It  with  a  grain  of  salt 

The  lights  go  dowa  Ginsberg!  His  ginger  limp  towards  the  stage  ignites 
hoots  ftwm  all  generations  present  This  limp  tells  me  more  about  his  bknter-acid 
life  than  anything.  This  guy  walks  like  a  guy  who  means  sometWng.  He  walks  like 
a  guy  who  gave  Neil  Cassady  a  teenage  btowjc*  and  he  walks  like  a  guy  who  does 
poppers  when  he  :,hould  be  watching  Full  House  re-runs  at  a  senior  citizen  home. 
When  the  claR'jmg  dies  down.  Ginsbeig  coughs.  He  says,  "Good  evening,"  then 
takes  a  sip  of  w.Mer,  and  begins  with  a  song.Tbo  bad  you  missed  die  event  It  was 
really  cool.  Instead  of  giving  you  a  standard  review  of  die  reading.  1  wrote  a  poem 
about  it  Here  it  goes: 


MrAllenGinsberg 
You  are  a  poet  yes. 
Diityoldgayguy 
You  are  cool,  yes. 


GuyinBobDylanvideo, 
You  are  die  King  of  May.  yes. 
Butwhallrcallylikeaboutyou 
Is  your  tie  and  blazer,  yes. 


"Findley  Speaks  at  Harbourfront 

-WJ^.O'HIgglns.  :  .■    .  •:  ■  ' 

-  When  it  w«s  oiaMHmced  thst  TUniHhy  iBtodiey  ves  to  be  tputking  a(  the 
^ jftonutdooal  Aut!ior*f  festival  twice,  once  for  a  rendins  »nd  once  tn  a  (ntervjcw 
iffAth^ibsiHey's  partner  WilUam  Whitdbeatl,  there  was  coi»}der»bI«  exdtementi 
:  SHierated;  Qttestlotts  about  the  nature  of  the  interview  were  rtilKd  and  debated 
!  by  Umwa^^  take  notice  of  fudi  tiiiogs,  and  there  vtsa  discussion  abinit  FIndley's 
iJiov«  U  Stiatfiird  irata  his  (and  WQUam's)  home  near 


'^tii^  Jasptie  of  miN^  apeculntloo,  however,  twthing  aeyr  was 

]y^^^I^ce  Etifi  «t  Queen**  .Quiqr.  ttage  vfaa  set  Trith  three  chairs,  two 
|fi^^1S^^tber  tttacanvtrntiptu]  iSstance  and  a  third  off  to  the  side  contain' 
S^t^^^ga^iU^fite&i^iliBlfi  As  wt  waited  tor  the  gaesi  of 

P^e^^toiy>pei]^pla}«d  k  bit  of  S^ioliick  Hotines  with  the  dues  oo  the  stage, 
^^^^^t  fbM^U  j^cbabiir  purt  of  TlfTa  CHmo^  Irving  Ftedridi  FiikUey) 
p{^i|^^aliw(  P]EN(^  Anmesty^nue  organfa»iion  devot^  to  Cne«faig  Imprisoned  or . 
p|^^£^|d^;^|i4^^t  artKuidjUie  vrorid),  whkh  he  ihanicJessiy  maixs  at  every^j 

»>d  sin'odd.Uttie  iMra^^^ 
^a|ti^''«iiut^i^^jta^JSttif^«l^  (BtlDmitebesdwiura- 
l^jr^^f'^in^^l^'^^&e.'CBC^td^  Tllfaitd  BUI  tbea  wad.' 

|iBe||^^i^t^^^^K£ldi^v^^{^  which  lit  for  them,  reveaJiitg  the 
Wia^^t^jB^j^^^^^os^xtiS  book  plaii«^  q  suitable  backdrop  for  the  FeitivaL 
^^^^iU^f ^|diji;ioM8  and  stflted  b^^Initbij;  t^moit  vihtreia'BllX  extoUed  the, 
g<^raH»'of  fENiiid  the  Fetttval  am)  FIndley  (the  man  the  crawd  of  several  hun- ; 
^isp^hai  paid  to  i>e«  aitd  hear)  mt  quJetlf  <  Interjecting  spaHnj^y,  It  appeared  that 
mey  were  going  to  get  tfac.show  on  the  nedL  BUI  leaned  fonrard  and  explained 
.  (biat  he  andTitffaadsot  dia:us£ed  tlie  oattireof  the  Interview,  and  that  he  was 
gotog  to  be  teaming  as  much  from  lUTi  responses  as  we,  the  audience,  were.  I 
found  this  a  bit  hard  to  believe,  as  theie  two  men  have  been  living  together  for 
nearly  thirty  year«. 

■.  ,  The  format  became  evident  (juiciJy,  wherein  BUI  would  relate  an  anecdote 
(many  of  which  were  not  onfamiliar  to  the  more  voradous  readers  of  and  about 

;  Flodlcy)  artd  then  ask  a  question.  Tbew  wer«  admittedly  tUfBcult  questions,  and 
both  the  audlencE  and  TUT  were  taken  slightly  abadc  by  their  loclsive  candoc 
Never-tbe-lcss,  TUT  responded  vrith  thought  and  suspkioua  cogency,  giveii  the  as- 
teoslbiy  unexpected  nature  of  the  questions,  it  also  became  evident  thai  Bill  was 
dohig  two  thirds  of  the  talking,  and  that  Tltf,  In  spite  of  his  round  a  ruddy  form, 
was  BL  How  Ul  was  never  discussed,  but  FIndley  seemed  bright  and  cheery  none- 
the-iess.  - 

The  intfirvfcw  did  reveal  some  of  Uie  details  of  the  move  from  their  house 
tn  Canolngton,  none  of  which  were  very  interesting,  and  also  some  of  the  reasons 
tiiat  BUI  and  Tiff  are  together  after  all  these  years,  which  were.  Amusing  stories 
were  told  of  TUTs  ongoing  battles  with  akohol  over  the  years,  and  BQI  asked  the 
question:  "Why  do  you  drlnk?^  This  question  was  not  expected  by  either  the 
audience  or  FIndley,  and  conslderahle  tension  was  produced  in  the  pause  before 
an  answer  was  issued.  The  gist  of  the  response  was  that  Fhidley  drinks  because  of 
-ftn  Inability  to  express  when  sober  his  anger,  but  the  full  reply  was  quite  bitertst- 
hig.  . .  '    '  , 

There  were  only  about  four  questions  asked  by  BUI  of  FIndley  in  the  forty 
minute  Interview,  ranging  in  scope  from:  "Why  do  yon  write?"  to  "Who  do  you 
pray  to?"  The  formal  was  Interesting,  as  BiU  is  a  charming  storytellei;  and  FIndley's 
answers  were  always  tnlertstlng  to  those  gathered.  At  Ibe  end  of  this  segment  of 
the  "performance"  the  bouse  lights  were  raised  f^ad  questions  were  taken  from 
the  Soor.  Tlie  qucstloot  were  lai:gely  a  waste  of  time,  being  eflUslvely  sycophantic 
and  uninspired.  Aftcrthree  very  brief  qirestions  Bill  broke  off  the  question  po 
rlod,  informed  the  &udie<v»  that  Tiff  would  be  signing  books,  and  they  left.  The 
whole  experfence  took  almost  exactly  one  hour.  The  whole  experience,  while  In- 
teresting and  ci^oyable,  was  entirely  too  dort  for  the  $7.50  student  rate  charged. 
Even  though  FIndley  was  very  generous  with  his  time  as  he  s^cd  books  and 
chatted,  it  seemed  strange  to  wait  longer  in  Hue  than  the  whole  of  his  appearance 
00  stage.  On  the  whole,  it  was  an  exctUent  experience,  and  an  excellent  opportu- 
nity to  see  and  meet  one  of  the  most  prominent  Canadian  authors.  Still,  on  a 
student  budget  it  should  be  noted  that  there  Is  no  telling  how  short  urlong  such  an 
event  might  be.  Caveat  Emptor. 


An  Interview  with  Woodrow 


Anionia  Yee 


In  early  October  I  wat  tipfei  off  by  imonymous  lourcet  to  check  out  t  re*By  cool  bind.  Since  they  were  playing  «t  a  great  venue.  Cat  What,  I  fiturtd  I  had 
nothing  lo  lose.  And  I  didn't;  there  was  great  lye  beer  to  loosen  me  up  for  the  interview,  a  candle-lit,  cozy  venue  for  the  cri^ic  to  hide  in,  and  a  pretty  damn  good  tound 
coming  firom  the  suge.  The  band  Woodrow,  wl&A  has  undergone  many  dvanges  in  the  past  cotqite  of  yean  teems  to  have  settled  on  Shane  Anlhoo 
on  guitar,  Rob  Deryck  on  ditimt,JefrChan  on  bass,  and  MarqusBobesicb  singing  lead  vocals.  On  stage  they  are  definitely  a  non-gimmidfy,  ti^t  and  modest  band-lead 
singer  Marqus  had  his  back  to  the  crowd  for  several  songs,  politely  explaining  Aat  be  meant  no  disie^cct,  but  that  be  didn't  warn  die  crowd  to  gel  sick  of  looking  at  him. 
Off-stage  though,  their  personalities  take  on  a  little  more  life,  presenting  a  diaip  ccatrast  which  really  diowed  up  in  the  interview. 
Q.  So  what  did  you  think  about  your  show  tonight? 

A.  Marqus-'The  audience  was  giving  us  nothing.  They  were  polite,  but  I  felt  like  an  idiot  on  stage.  Does  this  usually  happen?  It  depends  on  the  night  I  blame  the  rain. 
Oh  yeah,  and  being  single  is  a  bad  vibe." 

The  band-'ll  wasn't  the  perfect  show.  We  woiked  for  our  keep,  worked  up  a  sweat.  It  was  a  good  interactive  venue  thou^  Every  show  is  a  positive  tt^  forward." 
Q.  Okay,  you  knew  this  was  coming- What's  a  'Woodrow'? 

A.  Shane- "Ever  watched  the  Simpsons?  Bait  was  writing  love  letters  to  the  his  teacher  and  signed  them  Woodrow  Wilson." 

MaK)us~"SecreUy  the  name  "Wjodfow*  is  under  a  lot  of  scrutiny  behind  closed  doors.  We  curse  him." 

Q.  So  are  you  guys  perfectionists  when  it  comes  to  your  music? 

A.  Adam-"Wc're  quite  the  ORXJsite.  We  try  to  go  for  the  opposite  sound." 

Sean-"We  try  to  avoid  the  malh  of  music.  We're  iryhig  to  keep  things  as  loose  as  we  can.  It's  a  good  vibe  for  the  audience.  You  could  say  we're  perfectionists  only  in 
the  sense  of  positive  energy.  We  just  want  to  give  (he  audience  a  good  time,  you  know?"  Marqus-' We're  not  perfectionists,  but  we  like  to  hand  cut  pink  slips.  This  is 
JefTs  last  show,  (just  kidding)." 

Q.  So  what  or  who  do  you  Ihink  most  influences  your  sound? 
A.  Jcff-"SoIid  bass  and  mid-eighties  rock!" 

Sean  and  Marqus  disagree-"No,  (he  band  influences  are  probably  gotuia  come  from  Charlie  Sexton,  the  Counting  Crows,  the  Tragically  Hip,  Sievie  Ray  \^ughan  aiul 
Nasrat  Fateh  Ali  Khaa  Well,  musically.  You  gotta  divide  it  between  music  and  lyrics.  Lyrically,  it  would  be  Pearl  Jam,  Pomo  for  Pyros,  Sting,  Sinatra  and  the  countless 
novels  I  read  every  week." 

Q.  What  about  your  lyrics?  Where  do  they  come  from? 

A.  Manjus~A  lot  of  il  comes  from  books.  All  of  our  lyrics  start  oft  as  poeliy.  They  must  hold  their  own  as  poems.  They  don't  rhyme  and  they're  not  just  about  Johnny 
loves  Rosa.  The  music  is  written  around  the  flavour  and  colour  of  words.  Our  songs  are  huge  in  imagery-word  painting.  That's  when  music  reflects  an  image.  It's  gotta 
take  you  somewhere  literally,  and  hopefully  musically  as  well. 
Q.  What  are  your  plans  for  the  future? 

A.  "The  next  stop  would  be  saving  up  for  a  CD.  You  can't  get  anywhere  without  a  CD.  People  won't  take  you  seriously  with  tapes.  Can  we  bitch  about  CI'NY?  They're 
supposed  to  have  their  fingers  on  things-Fuckballs.  They  just  play  top-thirty  bullshit.  The  Edge?  What  the  fuck?" 
Q.  Why  don't  you  guys  invent  your  own  question? 

A.  (Large  pause  and  lengthy  discussion.  The  band  can't  seem  to  agree)  "Okay,  the  question  is  gonna  be  "what  do  you  think  of  the  TO  music  scene'."  Marqus  comments 
firsl-"Fuckballs.  All  of  ihem  fuckballs!  The  market  is  so  saturated  that  it's  ridiculous.  That's  why  nobody's  getting  nowhere.  Barownershave  castrated  bands.  They've 
bastardized  the  whole  thing  because  bands  have  said  they'll  play  for  free.  They're  all  starting  to  sound  like  each  oihcr.  Bandsjust  don't  supfon  each  other."  Shane  jumps 
in.  "The  positive  side  in  the  year  and  a  half  we've  been  doing  this  is  with  the  fall  of  the  grunge  thing  there's  been  a  change.  I  won't  say  more ...  but  now  it's  like  'Oh,  I'll 
actually  leant  to  play  my  instrument.'  I  find  a  lol  of  artists  in  Toronto  are  trying  to  do  this  now.  1  think  the  bottom  line  with  the  Toronto  thing  is  thai  people  have  a 
competitive  conscience.  We  all  staned  playing  for  the  fun  of  it,  not  with  an  'I'm  better  than  you'  attitude." 

The  guitartisi  Adam  has  his  own  comments  lo  make  about  the  band  which  just  about  sums  up  their  lively  personalities:  "I  bless  ihem  with  my  playing.  Do  you 
think  I'm  too  vain?  How's  my  hair?"  Off-slage  these  guys  are  a  riot,  serious  about  iheir  music,  but  out  to  have  a  good  lime.  And  aflerall,  isn't  thai  what  great  music  is  all 
about? 

Now  thai  exam-anxielies  are  almost  over  and  ihe  pressure  of  due-dales  virtu- 
ally disappeared,  1  recommend  you  lake  a  night  off  and  check  these  guys  out  at  the 
Woodrow  Christmas  Party  at  Uie  Horseshoe  on  December  16ih.  And  in  case  you're 
too  busy  last-minute  Chrismias-shopping  yourselves,  you've  got  another  chance  lo 
see  them  in  the  new  year  wilh  Echo  Valley  on  January  15ih  at  Lee's  Palace. 
(See  the  review  of  Useful  Thing,  their  independent  release  available  for  sale  at  HMV 
for  a  sense  of  iheir  music  and  check  out  Ihe  Art  et  Lit.  section,  especially  the  poems 
"NONSENSE"  and  "Why  Planes  Go  Down"  for  a  sample  of  their  lyrics). 


Watershell 

"the  Initial  Scrolls 
E.P." 

Post-Contemporary 


The  Rebirth  of  Melodious 

Guitar  Interplay  set  in  a  warm  and  extremely 
energetic  folkish  rock  foundation  makes  Uncle  Violet  a  re- 
freshingly spicy  flavour  in  today's  ram-il-down-your-throat 
Pop  music  industry.  Lead  by  singer/song  writer  (not  to  men- 
tion guitar  'extra  extra'ordinairc)  Mike  Dailey,  and  his 
Hamiltonian  unit  will  dynamically  lake  you  by  Ihe  hand  and 
walk  you  up  the  raging  summits  of  musical  faces,  pushing 
you  over  the  lop,  without  you  realizing  that  Ihe  peak  has  ycl 
10  be  realized  or  even  defined.  Uncle  Violet's  first  album 
Neurotica  features  a  journey  of  songs  from  various  idioms, 
all  within  their  idiom,  joined  by  guitar  player  Les  Cooper, 
(effectual  painter  of  pictures.)  The  trade-off  and  interplay 
work  that  develops  between  these  musicians  is  both  inspiring 
and  mind-  boggling.  Long  lime  member  and  friend,  Steve, 
Sinnicks  usually  using  no  more  than  a  three  piece  kit  sits  per- 
fectly in  Ihc  mix ,  passionately  beating  his  drums  behind  Chris 
Scldon  whose  rhythmic  bass-playing  is  subtle  and  always  felt 
warmly  undemcalh. 

Lyrically  speaking  or  singing,  rather,  its  not  often  that 
you  find  writers  who  aren't  ambiguous  and  clich6  in  today's 
blah,  uninspired  pop  scene.  Bui  Uncle  Violcl's  sloty-tclling 
abilities  pnamise  lo  avoid  normal  pop  ci..iture.  Passionate  and 
aniculnic.  vivid  wilh  imagery,  "Violev"  tracks  intrigue  and 
tantalize  the  exoteric  into  this  eclectic  but  not  necessarily  eso- 
teric sloop  (when  .<oup  is  sochunky,it's  stew  or  stoop!)  Look 
for  Uncle  Violet  in  the  ne;u  fuiu.-e  around  lown  and  definitely 
pick  up  u  copy  of  Neurotica,  to  feed  your  head. 

-Eric  Undcrdown 


The  Post  Contemporary  label  has  produced  another 
fine  piece  of  Canadian  techno  music  in  Watci^hell 's  new  "Ini- 
tial Scroll's  E.P."  The  first  side  features  three  songs  by 
Watershell  (Toronto-based  musician  Jason  Irwin),  the  other  side  is  Watershell  Vs.  Incarnate. 

The  A-Side  consists  of  "Latch  22,"  a  complicated  dccp'n"crazy  jungle  song  thai  leads  grace- 
fully into  the  next  track,  •'Teller's  Tale."  This  is  a  very,  very  cool  lune  wiih  the  craziest  sample  I've 
heard  in  eons,  breakbeats  meet  harmony  -  a  DJ,  musi-havc.  The  end  loop  on  the  side  is  Eternal 
Opuscule  Sf98.  an  interesting  (surprisingly  house-y)  locked  groove  that  mixes  most  pleasingly  wilh 
the  loop  on  the  B-side  (if  you  can  gel  your  hands  on  iwo  copies  at  once)  or  else,  it  w  orks  » ith  oihcr 
Post  Contemporary  loops  and  is  great  for  playing  around  with  (at  ray  last  gig,  it  provided  a  crash- 
course  in  the  effectiveness  of  my  partner's  mixer's  EQ;  luckily  il's  a  good  enough  song  to  begin  with 
that  it  suffered  my  fumblings  quite  resilicntly.) 

The  flip-side  is  admirable  as  well.  Its  opener  "Calling  Elan"  is  as  yet  one  of  my  fa\  ouritc 
dubby  tracks  of  Ihe  year.  It  is  warm  and  has  thai  throbby  bass  rumble  mixed  polyrhylhraically  wilh 
haunting  samples  and  good  vocals.  Included  in  the  credits  of  writing  this  song  (that  reminds  me  in 
feeling  of  ihe  gooeyest,  most  succulent  hash  brownie)  are  Ru  and  Lex  (from  Incarnate  a.k.a  Legion 
of  Green  Men/  Zeuxis  and  the  Painted  Grapcs/Alkahesl  ...this  wacky  duo  is  amazing  bui  Ihey  have 
loo  many  names),  Watershell,  Jarkko  and  Sugar  Daddy  Moth.  These  guys  must  hang  out  together  or 
something,  because  Ihe  song  works  together  like  one  great  big  Gestall  organism.Thc  middle  track  is 
■  "Ttller's  Dub."  the  Incarnate  remix  of 'Teller's  Tile."  My  friend  Adam  sa>'s  ihis  is  his  favourite  rune 
on  Ihc  album  because  il  plays  in  the  back-ground  of  his  dreams;  the  penetration  of  his  sulxiinscious 
provides  a  greater  accolade  for  it  than  my  ability  to  su^ing  adjectives  together .  Once  ajim  the  side 
closes  wilh  a  locked  groove  Eternal  Opuscule  (E.O.#99).  This  time  around,  I'm  only  going  lo  say 
thai  those  things  are  way  too  much  fun. 

"The  Initial  Scrolls  EP. "  is  good  enough  that  I  acmally  stopped  spmmng  il  for  long  enough  lo 
write  Ihis  article.  This  is  indicalise  of  its  quality  (and  durability),  so  1  would  suggest  that  50U  stop 
reading  this  and  go  and  buy  il,  even  if  you  don't  like  jungle.  Who  knows,  you  might  just  find  your 
feel  tapping  out  breakbeats  for  quite  a  while  after  listening  to  il.  Waicishell  has  that  effect  on  some 
people.  So...  what  are  you  waiting  for? 

(Tlie  featured  article  on  the  adjoining  Bridge  page  is  ihe  finds  of  ace  reporter  NuwanJa's 
interview  .^BWw  wiUi  the  non  Ork-Pop  "Jungle  Explorer "  behind  Watershell,  Jason  lr»  in  him- 
self.      ABK^A  Read  il  it'  >ou'n:  vm  lazy  to  go  to  a  reconl  store  just  this  mmutc.l 


Da  Bridge 


Interview  with  Watershell 


It  was  »  cold  «nd  rainy  dsy  when  I  bou^  Watersheli't  new  EP  'toWal  Scrolli"  at  Route  TO*.  The  Ossington  hUl  to 
Btoofwver  teemed  lest  Meqi  as  I  peddled  home  with  my  {xuchasebonUijg  a  Iwle  fa  My  opiaioo<rffte  album 

is  tfaitt  it  is  a  must  for  any  D  J.,  but  more  of  that  on  the  musk:  page  facing  4is  one.  Itisfilk4upwitbbfeaJ*e*t»,buiWiq»«nd 
IS  tmly  evocauve.  Lrft  joa  leave  it  that  I  was  quite  excited  to  be  able  to  iweiview  its  mtktr.  Post  Cotaempowry**  (i»on  Oric-Pop 
lungiid)  Jason  Iiwio. 

Rw  <rf  all,  rd  IBce  to  cwnmew  oil  the  fici  that  ais  interview  was  inauguTBed  by  a  f«ti 
late  Oranges,  which,  as  myraie  who  has  ever  tried  them  can  tell  you,  brings  oo  i  mild  euphoria.  Having  communally  succumbed 
to  the  tweets.  Jay  and  his  roominate  Jarkb)  wer  stnKi  by  the  sudden  burst  of  o>etgy  flat  occasion 
musjc  and  ran  arouirf  getting  Usgion  of  Gieen  Men's  pMtabk  Dal  recorfer  booked 

This  is  the  most  sophisticated  technology  ever  used  in  this  paper,  so  be  aware  thai  diis  interview  is  unlike  any  ever  conducted  in 
the  annals  (anals?)  of  the  Herald, 

I  started  (rffby  asking  Jay  about  his  early  listening  habits  (music,  that  is),  curious  to  see  what  could  inspire  the  man  who 
made  the  coolest  sampled  noise  Tve  ever  heard  in  a  jungle  song  (for  all  intcitsted.  the  song  is  Teller's  TWe  and  the  sound  is  a 
sample  tweaked  really  heavily  through  his  effects  umt  -listen  to  the  song,  you'll  know  what  1  mean.)  Sony  for  the  digression.  Jay 
told  me  that  Iw  started  off  listening  to  early  Up-bc^,  other  new  explorations  in  break-beats  and  that  he'd  listened  to  Robert  Nesta 
Marley's  "Kaya"  until  it  "was  ground  into  (his)  brain". 

Jay  (who  now  makes  songs  with  l7orl8mixediracksinQ-BASEwbenasongisaits"chuggin'ma)timum")startedoff 
mixing  music  on  a  mixer  he  got  at  a  garage  sale  in  his  honw  town  of  Kincardine  six  years  ago.  He  and  Jarkko  spun  tuias  together 
with  the  "Disco  Mix."  taken  off  an  old  turo-table  and  a  cassette  player.  The  maker  of  Latch  22  (another  teally  good  song  from 
the  EP)  began  by  listening  U)  stuff  from  Moby,  AltemS,  with  oodles  of  reggae  and  dub. 

With  inspirational  sounds  like  iho«;  to  go  by.  five  years  ago  Jay  started  making  music  on  Jarkko's  old  Yamaha  PSS  790 

^  Keyboard  (dont  snicker,  this  baby  had 
MIDI  options)  in  conjunction  wlih  an 
Sjl  Amiga  Computer.  His  early  stuff  is 
:|S  mostly  on  DAT  now.  He  fondly  talked 
fei  about  'Potyin"  as  one  of  his  old  tunes 
1^  that  got  people  going  when  it  was 
s|J  played  at  parties,  (Incidentally,  I  am 
about  to  spend  eighty  buck  to  get  one 
||||  of  his  old  songs.  "Slow  Jump", 
pressed  onto  a  dub  plate  from  DAT 
0^  'cause  It's  so  good).  Jay's  music  is 
generally  evocative,  it  seems  to  have 
'0^  been  that  way  from  the  start;  when 
&  asked  about  It,  he  quietly  said  that  he 
likes  to  "invoke  emotion"  Camairhe. 
tSi  I  asked  Jay  what  he  listened  for 


life  Jnldal  ScroUs 

,1  '  .    ■, 

■  'it~"    .  '      '    *  ' 
Oi)ebyoDe,«ithfi  ' 
Hi*si  cool  outside,  riP' 

■  pUng  with  the  after^^ow 
of  their  exalted  Jnferso, 
the  children  quietly  dip 
iiway  flrom  (be  dlscus- 
si4m  ar=Uie  elders  and 
st^  off  towards  the  tent 
Muffled  foot-pad 
rt);thm$  follow  (hem, 
lUQtionJpg  and  whiit'per^ 

,  Ingftus  each  slips  into  the 
-  iriusty  darkness  of  the : 

tent's  shelter.  Inside,  they 

arrange  fbcmsetves  in  ^ 

t'l  ree  quarter  cirde,"  ieav- ^ 

iui;  ample  Toom  around  ' 

the^er's  chair.  No  one' 

tay^  a.wprd;  too  swollen 
.  orethehrheartslnantld- 

pdtlODi'  In  the  midst  of 
'  the  dtcie  bums  a  single 

three  wick  lantern,  the  *i 

Teller's  lamp,  aad  resting  : 

aext    to    it    is  the 

pearieicemS  orb  which  each  youth  knows  will  l)«  unlocked  for  their  ears  this 
evening, 

.   So  slowly  does  the  tent  flap  part  that,  at  first,  no  one  notices  the  ancient 
figure  of  tiic  Teller  enterhig  behind  Ihcm.  In  silence  he  moves  about  the  tent, 
sunwise,  in  the  manner  of  the  universe,  and  finally  comes  to  rest,  his  figure 
settling  like  a  great  albatross  coming  to  nest  after  week-s  of  gliding  at  sea. 
:    • :  The  first  words  from  his  mouth  are  almost  too  quiet  to  hear,  delivered 

:.acn>S3  the  web  of  tUne  by  tired  messengers  in  bis  tfaroal.  The  young  ears  sur- 
rounding him  bend  like  sprouts  toward  the  sun,  eager  for  their  darkness  to  be 
Ufled.  The  Tteller  speaks. 

"My  family,  my  you(l>,  my  futures;  for  one  half  cycle  now  you  hove 
been  ieamUig,  training,  and  absorbing  the  truths  of  (he  planets.  Your  parents 
kuve  raresakeit  your  feeding  times,  yuur  peers  have  shunned  you,  even  your 
dreams  have  seemed  olien  to  you.  There  is  only  one  element  missing  before 

•  your  youth  b  complete.'  Vou  arc  ready  to  hear  the  song  of  your  past,  to  know 
what  valleys  your  blood's  rivers  have  run  through,  and  what  skies  your  spirits 
have  dre.ss«d  themselves  in.  H  is  time  to  remember  ancestors  never  seen  and 
ba'.Ste  nevsr  fought,  All  sJiis  h  possible,  within  jour  grasp,  If  you  will  only 

■  Ksteo  to  the  drom  skin  stretching  between  now  and  then.-" 
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10.  Various  Artists 
Music  with  No  Name 
n  &  W  Music 


in  other  people's  music.  He  thought  about  it  and  smiled.  He  listens  for 
sincerity.  Unlike  many  other  techno  guys  out  there  though,  he  doesn't  take 
much  ftom  other  people's  music.  It  is  in  songs  like  Calling  Elan  that  one  can 
see  the  influence  of  albums  like  Xaya  and  techno  artists  he  cited  as  vaguely 
inspirational  (like  Orbital  and  the  Orb)  -however  it  has  nothing  to  do  with 
the  sounds  of  the  music,  or  the  ideas  and  composition:  it  Is  the  frequency  and 
(in  this  day  and  age  1  am  loath  to  use  the  much  over-used  title  of  "vibe")  tlie 
feeling  you  get  from  listening  to  them  for  the  first  time  are  very  similar.  It  is 
almost  a  shame  that  these  role-models  are  so  well-loved  as  to  now  sound 
mainstream,  for  they  truly  are  and  were  ground-breaking  and  inpirational. 
Luckily  Jay's  music  is  not  mainstream  yet.  so  to  all  music  lovers,  appreciate 
it  while  you  can  before  eveiyone  else  realizes  that  he's  got  a  good  thing 
going. 

Jay  now  uses  an  EPS  16+  sampler,  two  keyboards  (an  Alesis  Quadra 
Synth  and  a  Juno  106)  with  an  SVS90  and  an  Alesis  Adverb  for  Effects;  this 
runs  through  an  Atari  computer  on  QBASE.  His  new  material  is  much  more 
complex  and  is  growing  more  so.  NME  (a  hip  English  music  'zine)  cont- 
pared  him  to  William  Burroughs  in  their  complementary  review  and  in  icnms 
of  general  public  reaction;  well,  if  the  Alien  party  this  summer  was  anything 
10  go  by,  Jay's  stuff  goes  over  real  well  in  a  crowd.  Jaikko  spun  Jay's  new 
dub  plates  and  epitomizes  liie  audience's  reaction  in  a  sentence,  "no  one's 
feet  were  touching  die  ground."  It's  true.  I  was  diere  and  was  just  as  cata- 
pulted into  the  sky  as  everyone  around.  I  travelled  leagues  in  those  two 
songs. 

Apparently  die  new  Inierchill  compilation  is  a  good  representation  of 
this  full-fledged  acceptance  of  Watershell  into  the  Canadian  techno  scene. 
Watershell's  new  track  "We"  (like  Calling  Elan,  it  is  written  by  Jay.  Jarkko, 
Sugar  Daddy  Moth,  Lex  and  Ru)  is  the  Fust  mick  on  the  album,  and  Jay's 
new  single  "Boneyaxd  Boogie"  brings  up  die  rear  strongly.  Firmly  in  the 
middle  of  the  CD.  (and  everything  else  it  seems)  is  a  tune  by  Incarnate  (Lex 
and  Ru).  otherwise  known  as  the  Legion  of  Green  Men  and  whom  Jay  thanks 
profusely. 


Some  albums  come  with  a  handy  inset  that  tells  Uie  listener  about  the 
anisl  or  tiveir  music  with  the  typical  "I'd  like  to  thank  my  manager,  my  mother. 
Joey,  Bobbie.  Billy  and  God."  Not  so  Watershell.  The  inset  begins  Uie  tale  of  the  Teller,  complete  with  illusu^tion.  (They  are  both  reproduced  on  die  left).  Jay's  music 
is  based  on  the  tale;  as  well  as  personal  meaning  and  interpretation,  each  song  has  relevance  to  the  story.  This  is  also  the  basis  for  the  name  of  the  E.P. 

When  I  asked  Jay  about  what  I  perceived  as  an  increase  in  live  P.A.  performances  in  the  Toronto  techno  scene,  he  mentioned  that  it  might  be  due  in  part  to  the  I'aci 
that  equipment  is  becoming  cheaper  and  easier  to  use.  A  similar  phenomenon  has  been  occurring  in  England  for  some  time  already,  but  the  Europeans  have  been  doing 
the  techno  diing  for  quite  a  while  longer.  He'd  like  to  play  live  -not  that  his  computer  would  stand  for  it-  but  he  figures  it'll  be  a  while  until  that  happens.  Jay  worries  about 
the  direction  in  which  Toronto  parties  are  going  (Solid  Hardbag  Baby!)  He  does  not  want  to  be  a  mainstreamed  "Junglist  doing  Ork-Pop"  or  a  superstar  ("naw-thai's  too 
flashy")  nor  does  he  want  to  be  pegg'jd  to  one  thing.  He  talked  about  bad  drugs  inspiring  bad  music.  Again.  Ibis  is  not  the  case  with  Watershell.  As  he  put  it  "crack's  bad. 
crystal's  bad.  cocaine's  bad"  (a  pmgnant  pause)  "pot's  good,  muslirooms  are  good,  acid's  good".  No  crack-fuelled  hardbag  here. 

I'm  sure  Jay  doesn't  teally  want  me  to  tell  everybody  that  the  music  on  NCN's  (yes,  that  is  the  National  Country  Network)  countdown  is  a  Jason  Irwin  production, 
but  I  have  to.  He  made  them  a  track  with  full  techno  gear  but  they  rejected  it  as  "too  country".  But  then  he  remixed  it  his  way,  techno-fied  it  properly  and  lo  and  behold 
they  liked  it.  He  described  the  reason  for  the  rejection  of  "techno"  by  much  of  the  elder  generation  as  the  instrumentation  "taking  people  to  a  whole  new  level  that  .some 
people  cannot  dig."  Well,  put  that  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  it,  Grandma  (preferably  while  watching  NCN). 

Or  if  the  reader  doth  prefer  it  so,  pick  up  your  own  pipe  and  pack  a  bowl.  Then  sit  down  and  listen  to  "Initial  Scrolls"...  If  you  like  breakbeats  and  maaic  w  ith 
real,honesi-to-goodncss  soul,  I  guarantee  you'll  be  a  happy  camper,  lhavent  ^SS^    taken  the  tape  1  made  of  it  out  of  my  Walkman  yet. 


Have  You  Heard? 

by  Mrs.  Hope,  Holtywocd  Psychic. 

-  Jim  Cartey'i  ex-wife  is  in  the  process  of  making  a  satiri- 
cal movie  on  the  ugly  side  of  their  iruirriage  and  his  rise  to 
fame.  She  is  financing  this  with  her  own  money  from  their 
divorce  settlement  No  comment  from  Carrey's  attorneys. 
Prediction:  A  lawsuit  by  Carrey  for  not  casting  Tom  Cruise 
in  the  lead  role. 


-Michael  J.  Fox's  new  sitcom  Spin  City  is  the  new  show. 
Apparantly  there's  a  revival  fad  of  bringing  back  old  faces. 
I  just  thought  he  was  dead.  Prediction:  The  media  will 
find  out  that  it's  only  his  re-animated  corpse  after  bis  head 
falls  off  and  he  becomes  ^'6". 

-This  is  officially  Roseanne's  last  year.  Her  ramiiy  has  won 
the  state  lottery  and  the  show's  gone  oulta  control:  Did 
anyone  see  the  Hallowe'en  episode  with  Jennifer  Saunders 
and  Joanna  Lumley  from  Absolutely  fabulous?  Wow, 
sweetie  darling!  Prediction:  Roseanne's  final  episode  will 
consist  of  a  lesbian  orgy  and  msss  murder  at  the  store. 

-Amie's  new  movie  Jingle  All  The  Way  is  about  bunting 
down  the  most  sought  after  toy.  And  this,  coming  from  the 
man  who's  killed  more  bad  guys  than  the  X-Men.  Sorry  to 
ruinitforyou.  Prediction:  Will  be  on  video  by  New  Year's. 
Double  flop.  Hasta  la  Vista,  Amie. 

-Michael  Jackson  has  allegedly  impregnated  his  live-in 
nurse.  Wedding  bells  may  be  insight.  Prediction:  Doesn't 
matter  if  it's  black  or  white,  but  don't  rule  out  the  maihnan 
theory.  Then  again,  if  the  kid's  bom  orange  and  hairy,  I 
guess  there's  only  Bubbles  to  blame. 

-  Clive  Barker's  He  I  Iraiser  Bloodline  is  in  the  video  stores. 
Definitely  one  to  avoid.  Totally  out  of  character  to  the  tril- 
ogy, but  I  could  have  predicted  that. 
This  is  a  cheer,  chani  it  at  rugby  games,  maybe? 
)Pomegranite,  pomegranile,  zup  zup  zsal  Pomegranite, 
pomegranitc,  sis  boom  bahl 


The  Ransom  Review 

Geoi^eBessey 

If  you're  ready  to  see  a  high  budget,  stereotypical  Hollywood  action  thriller,  then  here's 
the  mAvie  for  yoo.  Ransran,  starring  Mel  Gibson  and  Renee  Russo,  is  a  movie  about  a  nralti- 
millonaiie  airline  tycoon  whose  son  is  kidnapped.  The  ransom,  set  at  two  million  dollars,  is  to 
be  paid  by  Gibson's  character  for  the  safe  return  of  his  son. 

This  movie  didn't  live  up  to  my  high  expectations  of  Mel  Gibson  as  an  actor,  especially 
after  liis  brilliant  tour-de-force  BravchearL  In  Ransom,  however.  Gibson's  portrayal  of  the 
protagonist  was  purely  unconvincing,  and  his  complimentary  crying  scene  was  almost  over  - 
acted.  Rene  Russo,  Gibson's  wife,  was  even  worse  with  her  constant  crying,  taken  two  steps 
beyond  what  was  necessary  to  convey  the  idea  that  she  was  grtiving  over  her  child's  kidnap- 
ping. Her  character  was  given  absolutely  no  power  in  the  situation  because  her  husband  con- 
trolled all  the  money.  All  she  could  do  was  attempt  to  change  her  husband's  mind  about  things 
unsuccessfully,  then  sit  around  and  cry.  Her  character  took  the  helpless  housewife  nrfe  to  the 
extreme. 

The  criminals  in  the  movie  were  definitely  intellegent,  and  background  character  informa- 
tion was  developed  upon  most  of  them  over  the  course  of  the  film.  There  was  even  a  token 
female  thug,  but  her  character  failed  to  grow  into  anything  more  than  the  gang  girlfriend.  Over- 
all the  movie's  portrayal  of  women  was  quite  backdated  and  very  negatively  stereotyped,  not 
quite  to  the  point  of  being  sexist. 

A  surprising  addition  to  this  movie  is  the  inclusion  of  New  Kid  On  The  Block  Donnie  Wahlberg 
as  one  of  the  thugs  respotisible  for  the  kidnapping  of  Gibson's  son.  Though  the  movie  included 
iu  fair  share  of  big  name  actors,  Walhberg  stole  the  show.  The  only  even  partially  convincing 
actor,  Wahlberg's  talents  are  minimal,  but  he  somehow  managed  to  make  even  a  veteran  actor 
like  Mel  Gibson  look  flawed  in  his  attempts.  Wahlberg  played  the  token  compassionate  crimi- 
nal with  ethics,  and  demonstrated  ttiat  criminals  have  hearts  too. 

As  with  any  Hollywood  thriller,  the  action  was  definitely  present  with  some  good  special 
effects,  but  it  fail  failed  to  break  any  boundaries  previously  set  by  the  genre.  The  only  thing 
wonhyof  noting,  as  far  as  innovation  is  concerned,  is  that  the  kidnapping  is  an  "in  job"  of  sons 
and  some  scenes  are  from  the  kidnappers  point  of  view,  not  just  the  protagonists.  There  were 
some  exciting  parts,  but  much  of  the  movie  was  slow-paced  in  order  to  give  the  action  scenes 
more  clout,  and  these  sequences  wound  up  being  quite  boring.  The  movie  tried  to  give  a  realis- 
tic portrayal  and  it  failed  to  do  so,  making  itself  even  more  self-conscious  as  a  Hollywood 
blockbuster.  There  were  no  surprises  in  the  movie,  not  even  an  attempt  at  a  twist  ending,  and  as 
with  all  brainless  Hollywood  fiicks,  there  was  the  gratuitous  happy  ending  to  put  everyone  in  a 
good  mood  again  before  they  leave. 

This  movie  was  a  true  disappointment  If  you  want  a  movie  to  tit  through  and  watch  m 
some  kind  of  catatonic  stupor,  then  this  movie  could  be  considered  entertaining,  however  its 
predictabiliy  prevented  any  suspense  and  the  bad  acting  was  non-condusive  to  believing  the 
characters  plight  and  getting  emotioally  involved  with  them  as  teal  people. 


Radical  Review 

Kate  Davis 

Here  is  a  hypothetical  situation:  it  is  l909andyouaresittinginapubinAustria,  talking  loan  arts  student  with  one  testicle.  Young  Adolf  Hitler  is  sitting  at  your 
table,  drinking  a  Schnapps,  and  you  ask  yourself,  do  I  kill  him  now,  even  though  he  hasn't  done  anything  yet,  and  save  all  of  those  millions  of  people?  The  possible 
responces  may  range  from  an  in  depth  examination  of  human  rights  in  pre-war  Austria  to  using  something  blunt  like  a  chair,  but  which  ever  the  case  might  be.  this  is  the 
question  that  sets  off  a  murderous  chain  of  events  in  a  dark  little  comedy  called  LAST  SUPPER,  newly  available  on  video. 

This  is  a  film  about  five  proudly  liberal  grad  students  who  share  a  house  together  and  grow  tomatoes.  We  have  Marc  (Jonathan  Penner),  the  pothcad  artist,  very 
endearing.  His  girlfriend  Paulie  (Annabeth  Gish)  is  a  little  less  convincing  as  the  whimpering  voice-of-conscience-tumed-enthusiastic-murderess  midway  through  the 
movie.  Cameron  Diaz  plays  Jude,  the  fashion  victim'  studying  psychology.  Pete  (Don  Eldard)  is  the  law  student 
and  Luke  (Courtney  B.  Vance)  becomes  the  driving  force  behind  their  little  set  up.  Things  begin  incoherently 
enough,  with  the  five  friends  inviting  someone  over  for  dinner  once  a  week  to  converse  on  such  topics  as  current 
events,  the  environment,  and  the  law.  One  night,  however,  Pete  brings  home  an  unexpected  guest  (Zack,  played 
by  Bill  Paxton)  and  the  conversation  that  ensues  raises  some  interesting  questions.  Zack,  who  fought  in  Desert 
Storm,  is  insulted  by  the  description  of  the  conflict  as  a  "Republican  commercial  campaign".  His  matter  of  fact 
comment,  "Hitler  had  the  right  idea",  leads  to  a  delightfiilly  antagonistic  and  insulting  dinner  table  debate,  culmi- 
nating in  die  plunging  of  a  knife  into  Zack's  back.  This  twist  of  events,  however,  leads  to  some  interesting 
tlicorics.  Arc  the  students  really  just  a  bunch  of  'damn  liberals'  who  just  sit  back  and  do  nothing?T>uc.  bitching  is 
rampant  among  us,  but  isn't  change  the  end  result?  "We're  liberals,  we  do  die  right  thing".  "Then  why  Is  the  world 
so  fucked  up?"  "We  don't  run  the  world,"  So  they  decide  to  make  a  difference  and  llie  action  begins.  One  by  one 
they  invite  radical  left  or  right-wingers  to  dinner.  If  they  are  unable  to  convince  their  guest  of  the  error  of  his  or 
her  ways  by  dessert,  they  kill  them  by  pouring  a  glaw  of  poisoned  wine.  'The  blue  bottle  is  bad,  the  green  bottle 
■l5.gix>d",  becomes  words  to  live  (or  die)  by 

Outside  of  the  house,  the  plot  of  the  film  becomes  a  bit  strained,  with  convicnt  little  occurances  such  as 
the  sheriff  spilling  coffee  over  a  paper  with  a  license  plate  number  written  on  it.  But  for  the  most  part,  our 
attention  is  focused  on  the  events  inside.  Every  so  often  we  see  clips  of  the  rantlngs  of  Norman  Arbumnot,  the 
radical  political  activist  who  becomes  the  ultimate  enemy  of  the  students.  His  call  for 'someone  who  can  stand  up 
to  the  Literals'  and  his  coninicnl  ihal  there  is  a  'storm  brewing'  which  must  be  stopped,  set  the  lone  for  the  film 
(helped  along  by  the  director  with  plenty  of  rain  and  obvious  strategically  placed  clops  of  thunder  at  dramatic 
moments). 

The  question  of  true  power  becomes  another  issue  indiis  film,  since,  in  general,  the  whole  theory  is  nauscatingly  subjective.  TIk  victims  include  supporters  of  all 
our  favorite  causes.  We  have  ilie  illcgiil  alien  hater,  the  gay-bashing  priest  who  doesn't  believe  in  contforting  the  families  of  AIDS  paiicnu  since  he  believes  ihai  AIDS 
is  ■UMually  the  'ci're'  for  honioscxualily,  Tlwn  lliat  is  the  homeless  baslier,  Uic  dominant  male,  the  abortion  aciivist  activist  ih.ii  believes  that  if  killing  someone  is  ncccssarv'. 
tiian  that  is  wh;i:  tlic  Right  to  Life  iiuivcmcnc  is  all  about  Finally  the  anti-cnvironmcnlalisl  'pro-earthling'  guy  shows  up  with  the  whole  theory  of  the  survival  of  ihc 
fmcst',  and  the  skin  head,  aiiuing  others.  Things  get  a  little  intense  when  the  iUilcnilc  librarian  dtKsn't  bite  the  dust  as  easily  as  the  rest  Wc  become  a  bit  doubtful  when 
Jude  claims  they've  got  their  'shit  together  fine'. 

Ot  course,  the  whole  idea  has  its  prnblems.  which  emcigc  laicr  in  the  film  when  the  five  start  lo  have  dilTerenccs  of  opinion.  They  (<elie\e  they  have  met  their 
ultiniaic  match  when  Nomiuii  Arbuuimii  comes  l\)r  dinner.  Subjeciivily  has  been  ulloived  to  leign  and  the  lines  of  nioralit)  have  been  blurred  lo  a  point  where  the 
conclusion  is  really  inevitable.  As  giKxl  old  Nimniin  says, "Life  gels  more  and  more  coinplicalcd  cveryda>."  If  dark  humor  is  your  thing,  this  one  is  dcfinilel)  wixth 
seeing..  ^09B^ 


Entertainment 


Konieo  and  Juliet-The  RMtiiig:ReView 

■  AsoiberOiibcln 

I  recnliy  went  to  jc^  tbr  Aiatrkiuilied,  modi..i>li«d,  ''jie*-uiA4nipnnit^rtrdoa  ofRomeo  uad  Juiiet  I 
'6<dl«eu9  i«tO)r  IS^,£l>%*a^i^'it       pe<^«  who  had«trcaiijr  Msea  it,  M I  tutvs  io  ny  fiuit  althougb  It  U 

^   --.TbeShaiuqpcsriaa  tBBbi  wiarc  foOoired  (•hbsugb  there  nw  a  kt  cut  mii)  aai  the  ddh-trics  by  the  yoims  actor;: 

VmvuaHo  DtCajjirio  W  CUtrc  Daoa  conpetent,  sldKntgh  (tightly  vacuous  «( tun«<.  I  must  sdmit  to  bcbig 
!  '.  dtgbtijf  put4){tvri>aiXlM«rjuqrSbakcq>eatc  pufonned  in  u  flat-rotced,  Anwricao  scccot.  However,  some  of  tbc 

duunKten  became  goUecxdUng  Is  tUs  vento^  partJculerijp  Mercutlo,  who  vrat  portrayed  as  a  drag  queen;  and 

th«  b«walliui4hbt  wrarlo^;.  (citoo-iipaniiig  priest.' 
Boirerav  the  tooderiiJEatloabeeatBea'Ultlc  over  the  to}).  The  plotwas  docs    as  I^lustjlegong-warwlth  lots 
■     bloody  violeocs  and  hlgh-powsred  action  wbkfa  greatly  coDtrasted  the  Innocence  of  Romeo  and  JuUel's  court- 
!    Mp,  quU^rentlobeeut  of  He  God&tlier.  I  think  that  the  attempt  to  appeal  to  «  younger  audience  (o  expose  them 

to  SbfilCM^Mwr*  vontewbai  trlvlailzed  the  play  «nd  made  It  even  l»s  realistic 
,      VicuaUy  aad  cfnetsxtoeraphtcally  the  knovie  vaa  dense:  lots  of  bright  colour  and  busy  teti,  overall  quite  brcath- 
f-: :  ia)dn£  aiid  bescitUu). 'But  die  catnera  woric  ytaa  done  in  that  guerrUXa  MTV  ctyle  that,  although  I  suspect  was 

sopposed  to  appeal  to  our  age  group,  kind  of  turaedit^  off  and  dtstrstcted  tnc  from  the  lu^b  mts«-eit-«cene  pro- 
1 . ;  vided<  Thecoinbhuiiionofthe  citmeniwotk  and  the  mIee-en-«ceoe  wa.f  Justabit  too  busy,  preventing  me  from 

really  gpttiag  emotionally  tovoSved. 
tji  1 ' .  ;Not  to  tay  that  I  didn't  cry  at  the  the  end,  though.  The  most  aesthetically  beautiful  sequence  was,  of  courte,  the 
j'/  r  point  at  Hhi<h  Booieo  and  JuUct  commit  wlclde  tojibetber.  Juliet'*  death  te  revised  in  this  version,  quite  shock- 
v.  : .  logiy  toi  but  it  does  cont«xtuaIfze  the  tllm  ft^roor  iim«^  Uofortunstely,  the  beauty  of  the  sequence  was  destroyed 
J with  a  dlchefl«shback»quenc8  to  "Tjapp^^^ 

,      In  tuin  btal.  Ibis  moyie  \w  c^urly  made  for  the  short  attention  span,  MTV  generation,  and  a3  far  os  staying 
tnie  to  the  actual  tiarrathe,  thli  verdon  strays  to  try  and  get  the  atteation  of  those  who  y^ouldn't  normally  be 
4;'  ■  tatcKsted  in  Sbsiuuspe»x*.  flowerer,  I  thiAk  that  if  this  is  -nhal  It  takes  to  sp«urk  their  interest,  I  luink  they'd  be 


Hit  by  aM^  Trek 

it  was  just  iSce  grade  two.  I 
was  with  my  friends  Randy  and  Mike. 
It  was  Randy's  20tb  birthday.  Well, 
anyway  Miice's  mom  drove  us  to  the 
mall  for  ihe  matinee  showing  of  "Star 
Trek;  First  Contact".  Upon  arriving 
at  die  mall  we  swiftly  met  up  with  my 
friend  Steve  and  his  Dad.  (Mom 
doesn't  let  me  go  to  the  mall  unless  1 
am  accompanied  by  an  adult.)  1 
bought  my  ticket,  hit  my  glass,  and 
entered  the  theatre  as  the  credits  were 
coming  to  a  close. 

Then,  like  every  other  damn 
movie  I  go  to,  we  are  privileged  to 
see  five  minutes  of  prcmiolions  for  the 
movie  theatre.  First,  "Ihe  Audience 
is  listening."  If  ever  I  went  to  a 
movie,  or  knew  someone  who  went 
10  a  movie,  or  even  lieard  of  some- 
one going  to  a  movie  with  the  inten- 
tion of  not  listening.  I  would  grab  die 
most  lethal  object  within  reach  and 
bludgeon  them  or  myself  over  the 
head  repeatedly  until  they,  (or  I)  fully 

realized  the  stupidity  of  going  toa     

movie  and  not  listening  (unless,  they  ~ 

deaf).  Anyway  die  redundancy  of  that  THX  ad  bothers  die  bananas  out  of  me,  and  I  like  my  bananas.  Then  die  "Big  Screen,  Big  Sound"  comuiierciai  comes  on;  now  I 
know  big  screens  and  I  definitely  know  BIG  sound,  and  this  wasn't  either.  At  least  at  Uk  Uptown  theatre  when  they  say,  "Big  Screen.  Big  Sound."  they  mean  it  Anyway, 
I  Uiought  I'd  complain  about  that  for  a  while,  because  it  always  bothered  me,  but  I  never  had  an  opportunity  to  tell  someone  my  trxie  feelings  about  this  in  a  fashion  in  which 
they  couldn't  tell  me  tashutamyface. 

On  the  topic  of  ranting  about  movie  theaters,  how  the  hell  can  they  feel  good  about  charging  customers  a  million  and  a  half  dollars  for  a  popcorn  and  drink  special? 
I  mean  popcorn  costs  peanuts  as  does  fountain  pop,  we  all  know  that,  yet  we  are  content  to  pay  an  arm  and  a  leg  and  sometimes  a  few  small  nail  clippings.  In  all 
seriousness,  I  don't  mean  to  be  cheap  but  if  I  am  going  to  see  a  movie  I  want  to  spend  as  little  as  possible  cause  I'd  rather  spend  Uiose  extra  quarters  on  video  games  or  to 

save  up  lots  of  money  to  be  able  to  fill  my  house  with  kick  ass  sound  equipment  to  create 
music  that  would  influence  minds  to  the  point  of  brainwash  and  then  to  follow  me  into  the 
clouds.  Of  al  least  home. 

Back  to  the  point  of  this  article,  watching  StarTrek  die  movie,  well  actually  StarTrck:  First 
Contact.  This  is  the  second  advenwrc  of  die  Next  Generation  crew  in  the  big  screen  of  movie 
theaters.  In  this  adventure  upon  the  Enterprise  -  c,(acid  jazz  Monday  to  Thursday,  house  and 
acid  house  Fridays,  hard  ass,  acidy  technocy  tnmcy  Saturdays,  and  lungle  all  day  Sunday)  all 
die  usual  time  warping,  core  breaches,  and  ethical  issues  involving  the  prime  directive.  This 
one,  however,  has  Botgs  in  it  For  you  non-Star  Trek  types,  a  Boig  is  "scaiy"  (said  Lauren 
Spccrs  when  asked  on  the  subject,)  well  really  they  arc  a  race  of  half  humany-guys  crossed 
with  cybernetic  advancements  or  olhercomputer  shit.  They  are  part  of  a  collective  society 
which  goes  around  the  Universe  attacking  Oiher  planets  and  converting  them  into  more  Boigs. 
By  diis  process  they  consistantly  adapt  to  all  that  they  take  in  and  "better"  diemselvcs  (maybe 
we  should  try  this??)  There  minds  are  all  linked  through  diis  crazy  chicky  who  later  gets  it 
going  on  quite  with  Data  (we  shouldn't  try  that.) 

The  movie  starts  widi  die  most  incredible  shot  that  I  have  ever  seen.  Well  maybe  not,  but  it 
was  a  good  way  to  start  diis  paragraph.  Anyway,  this  shot  starts  in  blackness  and  gradually 
pulls  out  for  about  five  good  minutes.  During  this  incredible  drawn  out  shot  we  start  in  the 
beacons  of  justice  and  freedom  which  billow  forth  from  Patrick  Stewarts  Intense  eyes  and  as 
the  die  camera  pulls  back  we  see  he  is  in  a  Boig  ship  and  the  camera  pulls  back  through 
probably  a  million  and  three-qurter  miles  of  the  Borg's  highly  technologically  industrial  ship. 
It's  Pretty  Fucking  Impresive/lntense,  dierefore  it  is  a  P.F.I  shot  (remember  this  for  film  school 
kids).  From  dial  first  initial  shot  there  is  quick  cut  to  Picard  on  the  Enterprise  as  a  Borg,  then 
an  even  quicker  cut  to  Jean-Luc  springing  up  from  a  nightmare.  If  that  doesn't  tantalize  you 
into  going  to  see  dils  film  let  me  tell  you  it  is  really,  really  uippy. 

Anyway  like  all  Star  Drek  movies,  in  fact  like  most  movies  in  general,  shit  gets  real  bad 
before  the  hero,  Patrick  Stewart  of  course,  saves  die  whole  ship.  Data,  human-kind  and  life  int 
he  Universe  as  they  know  it  in  die  24th  ccntmry.  It  takes  an  hour  and  a  half  for  diings  to  get 
to  a  super  critical  point  then  in  die  last  fifteen  minutes  the  super  sneaky  plan  of  the  art  of 
diplomacy,  compromise  and  loyalty,  make  diis  movie  bring  a  tear  to  mine  eye. 

Overall,  diis  movie  nx:ks.  Tons  of  cool  shots  and  peaky  footage.  A  crazy  hardcore  intense  stand-off  widi  Worf  and  Pickard  ending  in  Worf  being  told  to  get  off  the 
bridge  due  to  his  cowardice.  Of  course  Jear^Luc,  die  suave  gendeman  rogue,  apologizes  before  die  end  of  die  film.  Lots  of  cool  backfgonind  information  about  the 
begginnings  asStarTYek  lime.  Hell  even  a  trip  to  Earth  way  back  when.  Shit,  Steppenwoirs  Majic  Carpet  Ride  even  makes  in  into  die  film  on  die  first  waip  flight.  It's 
Star  Tnk,  it's  not  gomui  impress  me  like  Cinema  Paradiso  or  Ishtar  or  I'm  Gonna  Git  You  Sucka,  but  it's  still  a  fun  action  packed  flick.  Believe  me,  die  writers  probably 
put  more  thought  into  putting  this  movie  together  than  you  do  watching  it. 

Answer  diese  questions  on  die  movie  and  get  a  free  gift  wiUi  any  purchase  of  die  WCs  Special  Limited  Edition  Herald  pimp  gear 
How  did  they  do  all  dial  sniff  ouside  and  shit  widiout  dieir  guns  flying  away?  How  sexy  is  Beverly  Crusher?  How  sexy  is  Patrick  Stewaii?  How  sexy  is  Mike's  Mom? 
How  sexy  are  you? 


Herald  Double  Jeopardy 


Once  when  1  was  a  little  tyke,  I  had  (he  misadventure  of  falling  into  my  V.C.R.  Unbeknownst  to  my  parent  and  friends  I  developed  an  alter-ego.  Bionic  Kid.  I  was  the 
epitome  of  child-stars.  1  was  Shiriey  Temple,  Petula  Qark  and  Jody  Foster  rolled  into  one  big  spliff  of  metaphoric  youthful  acting  ability.  Yet  no  one  knew.  No  one 
understood  where  I  was  coming  from,  when  I  would  talk  about  my  movies  and  the  life  I  lived  (like  Pemla  Clark)  in  1943  diey  would  blink  ignorantly  at  my  claims.  The 
metamorphosis  was  gradual,  My  little  corn-rows  tended  to  dissuade  people  further  and  further  from  my  secret  identity.  Then,  after  Star  Wars.  1  started  wearing  those  same 
corn-rows  in  bagels  on  either  side  of  my  head;  guess  what?  People  figured  out  diat  I  wanted  to  be  an  actress.  Princess  Leia.  in  fact.  1  got  lucky,  a  schoyster  kiddie-pom 
director  thought  Iwas  cute.  Since  Uicn.  I've  not  looked  back.  If  you  can  guess^gj^^  myname.youaredicwiiinerofthismondi'sHeraldDoubleJcopiu'dyround. 
Please  phone  978-4748  wiUi  your  answer  and  you  may  be  eligble  to  win  all  aS^nA    kinds  of  free  goodies. 


Mmm...  Chocolate. 


What's  In  A  Name? 

A  review  of  Cafe  Orgasmo 


Ev«ything,  If  the  atme  in  quulion  is  that  of  fte  newly  opened  Cafe 
Orgasmo  (554  Bkxjr  St  W,  at  Bathum).  At  fmt  glance,  il^  hard  to  discern  whether 
this  haven  of  riches  is  incredibly  pntentious  or  is  the  sort  of  place  that  makes  the 
chocolate-bingeing  experience  deliciously  complete.  The  answer?  Go  after 
1  LOOpm.  The  lights  dim,  making  the  burgundy  walls  and  black  velvet  curtains 
much  mote  ambient  The  Energy  1 08-style  dance  music  is  replaced  by  a  variety  of 
hip-hop,  breakbeats,  and  other  upbeat,  funky  tunes.  The  decor  is  carried  even  fur- 
ther al  a  closer  look-  couches,  armchairs,  and  ait  deco-  style  light  Tixtures  all  give 
the  cafe  an  appealing,  ambient  feel.  But  the  decor  is  not  really  what  this  place  is 
about.  To  be  sure,  the  place  looks  nice  and  all,  but  what  it  really  comes  down  to  is 
CHOCOLATE. 

Lots  and  lots  of  chocolate,  actually.  The  menu  is  bursting  with  offerings 
we  can  only  dream  of  eating  all  at  once.  To  be  exact,  the  word  'chocolate'  appeare 
on  said  menu  78  times.  And  the  manifestations  of  the  word  are  nearly  limitless: 
"Chocolatca",  "Chocolate  Firewotts",  and  "Double  Chocolate  Pecan  Pie"  are  all 
examples  of  the  lengths  to  which  these  people  will  go  to  give  you  the  ultimate. 
Orgasmic  chocolate  experience. 

The  assistant  manager,  Chris  Yee,  was  fairly  knowledgeable  about  the  prod- 
ucts and  helped  us  along  with  recommendations  such  as  their  most  popular  cake, 
the  Chocolate  Fuewotks  ($4.50),  which  was  an  aptly  named  combination  of  choco- 
late cake,  chocolate  mousse  and  chocolate  cheesecake  with  Oreo  cookie  crumbs. 
As  for  beverages,  the  recommended  tea  was  the  Black  Forest  (Dake  tea  (SI  .95)  and 
yes,  it  docs  taste  like  its  namesake,  although  nobody  really  seemed  to  kiww  why. 
After  finding  out  we  were  there  to  inform  the  choct*olics  of  the  Umis  world  of  the 
Cafe,  Chris  brought  us  a  free  sample  of  the  Chocolate  Fiiewraks,  which  may  ac- 
count for  the  happily  lelhaisic  tone  of  this  article.  Other  offerings  on  the  menu 
include  a  variety  of  pies  and  cheesecakes($4.50),  specialty  desserts  such  as  the 
Brownie  Orgasmo  ($5.95),  regular  and  chocolate  teas($1.95),  a  not-so- well-heated 
Moccachino($2.50)  and  other  hot  beverages,  alkie  chocolate  smff  both  hoi  and 
cold  ($5.25),  and  the  real  date-clincher,  chocolate  fondue  ($12.95  and  up).  Coffee 
is  reasonable  at  $1 .10  with  45  cent  refills,  and  the  food  portions  are  fair. 

Cafe  Orgasmo  is  pushing  for  changes  in  the  near  future,  such  as  making 
desiiens  on  the  pn:miscs(they  currently  order  fipom  EJufflct  and  Phipps),  extending 
to  24  hours  (right  now  they  go  from  7am-2am),  and  making  more  accommoda- 
tions for  those  with  lactose  intolerance.  According  to  C3uis  the  owner,  Cordelia,  is 
a  self-proclaimed  "Chocolate  freak",  so  we  should  be  seeing  more  chocolate  ex- 
pansion in  the  near  future. 

But,  as  we  all  know,  you  can't  have  to  much  of  a  good  thing,  especially 
when  the  thing  in  question  is  chocolate,  because  chocolate  is  cveryUiing  beautiful 
in  the  universe  and  beyond.  It's  nice  to  know  that  it  can  be  found  in  such  great 
quantities  in  our  little  comer  of  the  universe,  at  the  Cafe  Orgasmo. 


beoiuwtUijMton  prescribe  c&ottJaiti^v"^  ^  '-jj^^^m 
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Facts  about  your  favourite  food 

Tlie  Mexican  sauce  Mohle  (witli  chocolate)  was  invented  m  a 
convent  Puebla's  Santa  Rosa. 

Chocolate  contains  steunc  acid  (a  saturated  fat)  which  does  not 
raise  cholesterol  levels,  and  is  necessary  to  a  healthy  diet. 
Chocolate  also    contains  large  amounts  of  vitamins  B  find  E. 
Chocolate  is  nch  in  phenylethylamine,  a  namrally  occurmg 
amphetamine. 

Top  5  chocolate  producing  countnes(  plus  percentage  of  world 
supply  and  weight  m  metric  tonnes  of  beans): 


Ivory  Coast 

750.000 

32% 

Brazil 

310.000 

133% 

Indonesia 

250,000 

10.6% 

Ghana 

230,000 

9.8% 

Malaysia 

210,000 

9.6% 

Road  Brown!^ 


'4:, ttis^t;-  >T.     -  - 

t'S^l/l  cop  lUI-purposs  ttcriiF- 
'r\^'AJ^  cup  bTsatnalOc 
,^>;itfp.vjmlll« 
'ift-.l  cup  mini  mETshmaJlowj 
5 '1  cup  chopped  walnuts 
:  ~ :  1  cup  aJL  cbocolate  chips 

preheat  oven  to  350  F.  lightly  gnaise  an  8  Inch  pan.  Mix  outter  and 
■  cfKUwi  Itt  ined.  saucepan  over  low  hcftt,  stirring  consl^danUy  until 
.  smooth.  Remove  trom  heat;  ctir  in  sugar,  egg,  flour,  battennllt  and 
i    vanlUa,  Mil  until  smooUi.  Spread  batler  evenly  In  pan.  Bake  25 
1  .  minutes  of  tmtU  center  feds  dry  (Do  not  overtake  or  browTiIeswIlI 
'    be  dry.)  Removs  from  oven;  sprinkle  marKhmaDowsi  walnuts^and 
:.   chocolate  chips  over  the  top.  Return  to  oven  for3-S  minutes  or  Just 
uatD  topping  is  i*arm  enough  to  meH  together.  Cool  In  pan  on  wire 
:  rack.  Cot  into  2  Inch  squarts.  Maktt  16  brawr.ies. 


The  Ultimate  Orgasm 


T.W.o'B. 

I  have  recently  come  to  the  conclusion  that  relationships  are  hogwash. 
They  only  amount  to  tears,  frustralion,  and  the  urge  lo  dump  steaming  hot 
Bolognese  over  your  soon  to  be  no  longer  significant  (or  insignificant  pile  of 
grey  goo  that  never  calls)  other  If  you  are  having  woes  about  a  slimy  inconsid- 
erate male  rodenl.  or  ever  have  been,  you  know  the  power  of  neurasmatrons 
(those  things  in  your  brain  that  are  stimulated  when  you  eat  chocolate  or  are 
about  to  have  an  orgasm).  Let's  face  it,  why  bother  with  relationships  at  all 

when  we  live  in  a  wonderful  world  where  there  is  chocolate?  Mmmnimm  

Chocolate  is  way  better  than  any  man  could  ever  hope  to  be.  It  stays  hard 
when  you  want  it  to,  yet  melts  in  your  harul  You  can  obtain  chocolate  al  any 
time  and  at  almosi  any  place.  Chocolate  always  locks  good,  and  it  never  hogs 
your  blankets.  Chocolate  does  not  talk  back,  it  merely  sings  sweetly  inside  your 
mouth.  (I've  never  met  a  singing  cock,  although  that  would  be  interesting.,.) 
Chocolate  doesn't  leave  wet  spots  on  your  sheets  (unless  you  spill)  and  then 
make  you  sleep  in  'em  and  what's  more,  you'll  never  gag  on  the  swecl  taste  it 
leaves  in  your  mouth.  Chocolate  doesn't  get  stressed  out,  it's  smooth  and  easy. 
Chocolate  is  fiin  (o  experiment  with  and  you  don't  have  to  leach  it  any  lessons. 
Chocolate  is  never  nice  al  some  redundant  point  and  then  shitty  in  bed 
(except,  1  suppose  if  that  ol'  melting  factor  -  common  to  both  men  and  chocolate 
-  soils  your  sheet).  It  will  not  matter  to  you  if  j  our  favourite  cocoa  products 
show  up  at  some  bar  with  another  woman.  Not  only  that,  it  is  usually  sweet, 
creamy  and  boy.  can  it  make  you  feel  better  in  a  hurry  (unlike  most  of  the  male 
population.., by  the  way.  1  apologize  to  the  aident  family  about  my  tylinJing 
comment  earlier,, .at  least  half  of  them  are  female.)  Having  gone  on  for  some 
time  about  the  various  reasons  why  ladies  ought  to  take  chocolate  home  instead 
of  Smdly  Muffin  winking  at  you  faim  the  comer.  I  u-el  it  is  neccs.siry  at  this 
point  in  time  to  mention  that  while  sex  bums  atxiut  150  calories  per  session, 
chocolate  is  quite  fattening,  Tlien  again,  chocolate  will  never  he  concerned 
about  the  size  of  your  thighs  and  is  still  satisfying  the  morning  after. 

If  you  need  instant  satisfaciion  (which  I\e  never  known  a  man  to  pro- 
vide, although  they  assume  you  are  instantly  satisfied  bccau,se  most  certainly 
don't  know  the  meaning  of  die  woid  I'oreplay)  chocolate  will  alwavs  do  the 
trick.  Chocolate  is  there  for  you  any  time  you  need  it  and  it  will  never  let  you 
down  (or  hang  down).  Most  importantly,  chocolate  calls.  From  widiin.  An- 
swer, and  you  will  never  be  disappointed. 


Patriotic  Thirsty 


Beer  lovers  of  Innis  rejoice! 
Inaugural  IBCS  Pubcrawl  a 
huge  success 

a  message  from  the  IBCS  brewmeister 

The  IBCS  hosted  our  first  pubctawl  on  Friday,  November  15,  and  it  was 
an  incredible  success.  More  Innis  beer  connoisseurs  than  any  IBCS  pubciawl 
ever  came  to  the  Rotterdam  to  enjoy  a  few  fine  beverages.  The  Rotterdam  is 
Toronto's  laijest  brewpub,  producing  beer  for  other  Toronto  pubs  under  the 
Amsterdam  monicker,  but  their  beer  is  best  and  freshest  on  site.  The  niosi 
popular  samplings  on  Friday  were  their  Nut  Brown  Ale,  Highland  Red,  Dutch 
Amber  and  Natural  Blonde.  The  IBCS  is  anxiously  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the 
winter  batch  of  the  Rotterdam  Scotch  Ale,  one  of  their  fijiest  house  brews. 

The  IBCS  is  not  strictly  a  beer-guzzling  society,  however.  We  are  intent 
m  having  a  good  time  firstly,  through  the  organization  of  events  that  all  Innis 
students  can  come  out  to,  meet  some  new  people  and  share  some  laughs,  hope- 
fully over  a  fine  btew.  The  IBCS  encourages  all  Innis  students  interested  in 
good  times  to  come  out  to  club  events.  Unfortunately,  due  to  the  early  arrival 
of  the  holidays  this  year,  there  will  not  be  a  Christmas  Pubcrawl  as  there  was 
last  year.  Instead,  our  next  event  in  planning  is  a  brewery  tour  in  January 
(probably  after  the  ski  trip),  most  likely  to  Niagara  Falls  Brewing  Co.,  one  of 
Canada's  most  interesting  brewers.  Myself  and  the  Vice-President  of  the  IBCS 
went  for  a  lour  there  in  April  of  this  year  and  we  told  the  tour  guide  and  the 
head  brewer  all  about  the  club  while  savouring  many  firee  samples.  They  were 
very  enthusiastic  about  a  IBCS  tour  of  their  brewery  and  we  would  like  to  get  a 
bus  down  there  to  the  brewery  and  the  falls.  Watch  out  for  information  and 
sign-up  sheets  come  early  January. 

My  Canada  includes  Quebec 

(and  their  great  beer!) 

CassEnright 

As  the  first  year  anniversary  of  the  1 995  Quebec  referendum  passed  recently,  I  reflected  upon  one  reason  why  Qui  bee  is  important  to  me;  good  beer.  Qadbec  has 
recently  developed  a  thriving  microbrewery  industry,  with  many  breweries  opening  up  and  experimenting  with  Canadian  interpretations  of  worldwide  beer  styles.  Very 
few  Quebec  beers  have  made  it  to  Ontario  (it  is  unfortunate,  it  is  easier  to  get  their  beere  in  Florida  than  here)  but  some  which  have  ctxjssed  the  border  are  simply  great 
The  Unibroue  brewery  of  Chambly,  just  outside  of  Montr&il,  has  grown  tremendously  in  recent  years,  and  this  article  will  focus  on  tlie  brewery  and  their  wonderful 
beverages.  Three  of  Unibroue's  beers  are  regularly  stocked  in  the  L.C3.0.:  La  Maudite  ($5.00, 750  mL),  La  Fin  du  Monde  ($5.50. 750  mL)  and  Blanche  de  Chambly 
($4.75,  750  mL).  Rumour  tells  me  the  Beer  Stores  will  eventually  stock  these  beers  in  six-packs  as  well.  Unibroue  produces  seven  beers  in  total,  these  three  plus  La 
Gaillarde,  L'Eau  B£nite,  Raftman  and  Quelque  Chose.  I  have  tasted  all  of  tlieir  beers  except  La  Gaillarde  and  Quelque  Chose. 

Unibroue  owes  brewing  inspiration  to  Belgium,  where  the  world's  most  distinctive  beers  are  made.  Belgium  is  home  to  such  individual  styles  as  Iambic  (krick, 
faro,  gueze,  framboise  and  others),  witbier,  TYappist,  bruin,  saison.  plus  distinctive  national  specialities  of  red  beer,  strong  ale,  golden  ale  and  pilsner.  Belgium  has  the 
most  colourful  beers  in  the  world,  and  although  nothing  can  really  compare  to  authentic  Belgian  brews,  Unibroue  gives  us  impressive  Canadian  interpretations  of  some 
Belgian  styles. 

Unibroue's  beers  appear  strange  to  the  untrained  eye;  diere  is  a  small  amount  of  sediment  at  the  bottom  of  each  bottle.  This  is  normal,  it  is  the  yeast,  an  essential 
component  of  brewing  beer.  When  the  yeast  ferments  a  beer  during  the  brewing  process,  most  brewers  filter  the  yeast  out  of  the  beer  for  bottling.  Unibroue,  however, 
does  not  filter  their  beers  and  leaves  the  yeast  in  the  beer.  This  is  a  process  called  "mithode  Champenoise"  in  Belgium  and  "beer  on  lees"  by  Unibroue.  The  yeast 
remaining  the  bottle  gives  the  beer  a  secondary  fermentation,  often  irraeasing  the  alcohol  strength  but  always  heightening  the  complexity  of  the  brew.  The  yeast  is 
harmless.  It  is  meant  to  be  drunk  and  not  discarded,  and  provides  a  great  source  of  vitamin  B  complex. 

The  first  Unibroue  beer  to  be  released  in  Ontario  (in  late  1995)  and  probably  the  best  I  have  tasted  yet  is  La  Maudite.  The  name  translates  into  "The  Damned,"  and 
possesses  a  stoiy  based  in  (Judbcc  follclore.  The  label  (all  of  Unibroue's  labels  are  great)  is  primarily  orange,  yellow  and  black,  with  a  canoe  flying  through  the  air  in  front 
of  a  bright  sun,  with  a  smirking  devil  beneath  them  in  the  foreground.  The  label  depicts  a  scene  fixim  a  French-Canadian  legend  in  which  a  group  of  impatient  woodsmen, 
late  returning  home  during  the  holidays,  enter  into  an  agreement  with  the  devil.  The  devil  agrees  to  fly  their  carvoe  home  if  they  do  not  speak.  If  they  are  unable  to  fulfill 
their  obligation,  the  devil  gets  their  souls.  They  remain  silent  until,  at  the  sight  of  Montrial's  Notre  Dame  cathedral,  they  all  cheer.  They  realise  their  fate,  and  all  scream 
"Maudite!"  This  is  a  beer  with  personality.  At  8%  alcohol.  La  Maudite  is  an  interpretive  Belgian  Strong  Ale.  Being  bottle-conditioned,  it  is  more  aromatic  and  spicy  than 
most  of  the  world's  standard  ales.  It  is  daric  amber-ebony  coloured,  with  hints  of  fruit  and  caramel  in  the  flavour,  and  a  wonderfully  lingering  finish.  I  immediately  loved 
it  the  first  time  1  tried  it,  and  it  remains  one  of  my  favourite  beers.  Unibroue  itself  proclabns  that  La  Maudite  is  "one  great  beer,"  and  this  is  a  sentiment  which  I  wholly 
agree.  La  Maudite  is  an  extraordinary  beer  and  one  I  am  proud  to  call  Canadian. 

Released  soon  after  La  Maudite  was  Blanche  de  Chambly.  The  Blanche  is  based  upon  the  Belgian  style  "witbier,"  a  Flemish  term  for  "White  beer."  A  witbier  is 
a  wheat  beer  by  definition,  however  the  Belgian  style  stands  alone  from  other  wheat  beers.  In  addition  to  the  wheat  malts  used  to  create  a  witbier.  orange  peel,  coriander 
and  other  spices  are  used  as  seasoning.  This  creates  a  orange  taste  with  dry,  spicy  and  fruity  qualities.  The  orange  hints  in  a  witbier  contrasts  the  banana  flavours  often 
common  to  German  Weizens.  The  Blanche  de  Chambly  follows  die  witbier  recipe.  The  Blanche  lacks  the  strong  orange  qualities  of  authentic  wiibiets,  but  has  many 
accents  of  fruit,  spice  and  clove.  The  Blanche  is  5%  alcohol,  and  is  very  refreshing  and  quenching.  Its  yellow-white  colour  is  softened  by  unfiltering,  leaving  tiie  beer 
cloudy  in  appearance.  The  Beverage  Tasting  Institute  of  Chicago,  at  the  recent  World  Beer  Championships,  awarded  the  Blanche  de  Chambly  the  title  "Best  White  Beer 
in  the  Worid"  The  Blanche  was  deemed  of  higher  quality  than  any  authentic  witbicts  of  Belgium  or  American  interpretations,  proof  that  Canadians  can  still  compete 
with  worid  brewers  (was  there  any  doubt?).  This  is  definitely  another  beer  to  anticipate  every  taste  greatly. 

The  most  recent  Unibroue  beer  to  be  released  in  Ontario  (only  a  few  weeks  ago)  is  l.a  Fin  du  Monde.  Translating  into  "The  End  of  the  World,"  this  is  another  brew 
that  could  happily  be  one's  last.  It  is  reminiscent  of  a  Belgian  "Tripel,"  a  Dutch  term  for  an  extra  strong  (usually  7-10%  alcohol),  pale  golden  ale.  MostTripels  today  are 
of  the  Trappist/Abbey  style  of  Monastic  breweries.  La  Fin  du  Monde  is  veiy  pale,  with  a  yellow-white  colour  similar  to  the  Blanche  de  Chambly.  It  is  an  ale.  yet  is  very 
light  golden  coloured,  deceptively  similar  to  a  lager.  La  Fin  is  triple  fermented,  leaving  a  hearty  sediment  in  the  bottle  and  a  high  alcohol  content  (9%.)  This  beer  is  veiy 
tasty,  possessing  a  full  body  but  without  any  harshness  common  to  poorly  brewed  stronger  beere.  There  is  some  sweetness  present,  thanks  to  the  extra  fermented  sugars 
needed,  with  hints  of  fruit  and  light  spices.  Again  another  beer  by  Unibroue  worth  pursuing. 

Unibroue  has  four  other  beers  that  have  unfortunately  not  made  it  to  Ontario  yet.  I  have  tried  two  of  them:  Raftman  (5.5%),  a  copper  coloured  ale  brewed  from 
smoked  whiskey  malts,  giving  the  beer  a  powerful  malty  flavour,  similar  to  Wellington  County's  Iron  Duke,  and  L'Eau  Binite,  a  strong  golden  ale  (7.7%).  fruity 
flavoured  and  aromatically  spicy.  L'Eau  Bioite  translates  into  "Holy  Water"  and  1  believe  this  beer  is  blessed  by  the  gods  of  brewing;  it  is  wonderful.  L'Eau  B^niie  calls 
itself  a  Tripel.  yet  this  could  be  a  misnomer,  since  it  docs  not  have  the  strength  or  the  strong  taste  of  a  true  Tripel.  I  deariy  hope  both  follow  to  Ontario  soon.  Unibroue's 
final  two  beers  arc  La  Gaillarde.  a  blond  ale  accented  with  orange,  and  the  very  peculiar  Quelque  Chose,  a  chocolate  cherry  porter,  a  beer  of  the  "winter  warmer"  class, 
it  was  served  at  the  recent  Festbite  de  Chambly  at  a  temperature  of  approximately  60  degrees  Celsius.  Both  of  these  I  anticipate  trying  greatly,  especially  the  Quelque 
Chose  hot! 

Unibroue's  beersare  heralded  internationally.  Al  the  World  Beer  Championships  (mentioned  above).  La  Fin  du  Monde  was  awarded  Platinum  Medals  (the  highest 
honour)  in  1995  and  1996  and  La  Maudite  won  Gold  Medals  in  the  same  years^BBicpnsider  Unibroue  on  the  level  with  Niagara  Falls  as  Canada's  most  eclectic  and 
CKciling  breweries.  Unibroue's  beers  take  inspiration  from  Belgian  styles.  flnHB  ''"y  ^  undoubtedly  Canadian  interpretations,  with  a  national  style  ali 
their  own.  i  am  proud  to  have  Quibec  as  pan  of  my  country,  I  do  not  want  yBSSf        province  or  the  beers  to  ever  call  themselves  anything  but  Canadian. 


Art  Et  Lit' 


untitled 

Kate  Davis 

Niive,  you  were,  since  the  day  of  your  binb 
You've  roamed  Ibe  worid  u>  find  your  worth 
Bui  the  others  hide  it  very  well 
And  share  the  wuie  among  tbemnlves. 

You've  learned  your  mistaJtes  dangerously  well 
The  lessons  that  dead  men  buy  and  sell 
Your  love  is  emcient,  mass-produced 
You  like  it  when  you're  tm  and  loose. 

Are  you  tired  yet? 
The  reasons  you're  here 

You  want  to  Torgel. 

They  cry  because  the  world  is  grey 
But  let's  not  leave  our  hole  today 
We  are  miles  from  where  our  souls  reside 
The  concrete  keeps  us  mystified. 

Mother  Eanh  raped,  her  children  have  flown 
And  those  who  aren't  murdered  are  Icrt  all  alone 
Society's  whims  are  no  place  to  hide 
So  well-conformed  that  they've  already  died. 

Are  you  finished  yet? 
One  day  you  will  see 

And  despise  the  regret. 


A  Portrait  of  the  Bathroom  Anal-retentive 

Antonia  Yce 

Laura  is  the  kind  of  glri  vi*o  chooses  her  bathroom  staU  very  carefully.  She  would  never  be  caught  in  .  siaU  that  doeso'i 
have  toilet  paper,  checks  the  seals  very  carefully  and  meticulously  with  a  routine  sweep  of  a  practiced  eye  for  pee  droplets.  As  an 
afterthought,  after  checking  for  a  book  00  the  back  of  the  stall  door  and  hanging  up  her  bag  and  jacke^  her  eyes  turn  upwards  la 
check  for  ceiling  fans  and  ventilstioo  ducts.  You  never  know  what  perven  could  be  getting  pleasure  out  of  seemg  a  giri  pee. 
Occasionally,  however,  you  may  catch  her  in  a  stall  minus  the  lock,  one  foot  planus)  fiimly  against  the  back  of  the  door,  warding  off 
suspected  intruden. 

So  vrtien  she  exits  the  stall  with  toilet  paper  ready  in  hand  to  turn  oo  the  lap,  it  is  no  surprise  that  the  man  with  erea  perns  in 
hand,  who  appean  suddenly  in  the  tnlrror  in  front  of  her,  should  be  disappoliaed.  She  stares  for  a  monKni  too  long  at  die  reflection, 
unhurriedly  finishes  washing  her  hands,  wipes  thetn  on  her  jeans  and  walks  confidently  out  the  door,  elbow  rust,  without  even  once 
turning  around. 

As  a  result  of  the  awkwanJ  situation  which  has  just  passed,  Laura  smiles  inwardly,  congratulating  herself  for  being  prepared 
precisely  for  such  a  happening,  and  makes  a  mental  note  to  use  a  different  washroom  the  next  time  she  is  in  this  building. 


HoJWays  are  the  time  for  writing!  Don't  forget  to  come  up  with  that  litsrar}- ' 
masterpiece  for  the  next  Jssuewhich  has  been  lurking  behhid  all  those  essays 
in  that  brain  of  yonrs.  And  take  note!  Literary  contests  abound!  The  Hart 
House  review:  and  UC  IJt  are  accepthig  Mbmlsslons  of  poetry  and  pro^ 
fiom  aD  colleges.  This  means  YOU.  Deadlhies  are  Jan.  17th  and  Dec.  20th 
respectively.  Check  the  posters  aU  around  campus  for  detail  Make  Innis  proud 
and  bring  us  back  kme  of  those  awards!  We'-i  love  to  make  you  the  featured  writer. 


Marqus  Bobesich 


Smooch 


(I) 

My  blood  and  yotirs, 
competing  in  potato  sacks, 

Marqus  is  calm  and  confident  when  he  lakes  centre-stage  to  read  his  poetry  aloud.  And  he  racing  with  our  parents  to  ouLgxow  each  other, 
has  every  right  to  be.  This  (single  and  good-looking!)  Scorpio,  (who  rcjipOfids  to  my 
astrologtcaE  probing  reluctantly,  not  believing  in  "that  shit"),  already  has  a  multitude  of 
publishing  credits  in  McGill  Street  Magazine,  Existerc.  Poetry  Canada,  Inspirations  and 
the  Boognish  Foundation.  And  so  1  am  honoured  to  make  Marqus  our  featured  writer  of 
the  month.  In  addition  to  the  numerous  publications,  Marqus  has  also  one  several  awards 
from  llleraiy  institutions  including:  Books  in  Canada,  McLaughlin  Fellows  and  Vandoo 
Newsmagazine.  In  order  to  promote  his  poetry  he  occassionaJly  reads  for  Scribes  and 
Muses,  a  company  devoted  to  advancing  awareness  of  underexposed  and  talented  local 
Toronto  artists.  Although  Marqus  is  not  exclusively  involved  in  the  literary  scene,  (much 
of  his  poetry  takes  on  a  double  function  as  both  song  lyrics  and  strong  poetry  on  its  own — 
see  the  Woodrow  review  on  the  music  page),  he  has  a  lot  to  say  about  writing  as  a  life- 
style. Marqus  has  agreed  to  share  his  literary  expertise  with  other  struggling  artists  in  this 
interview. 

Q.  Why  did  you  begin  to  write? 

A.  "I  don't  know.  1  was  always  a  big  reader.  I  guess  that's  inspiration  enough.  Writing 
was  something  I  just  did — I  didn't  think  about  it  too  much.  Teachers  told  me  to  keep  it  up 
and  I  did.  Now  that  I'm  doing  stand-up,  and  film  work,  and  singing  In  a  band,  all  of  those 
journals  and  folders  arc  coming  in  handy.  I  never  thought  half  of  it  would  ever  see  the 
light  of  day,  let  alone  become  song  lyrics.  Maybe  all  of  those  lonely  nights  are  finally 
starting  to  pay  oiT," 

Q.  OK,  So  who  are  your  greatest  infiuenccs?  Who  has  inspired  your  work  the  most? 
A.  "Chris  Dunlop — my  old  cnglish  teacher.  He  made  me  read  The  Catcher  in  the  Rye. 
Enough  said.  I  discovered  Pier  Giorgio  DiCicco  in  the  library  at  York.  I  think  it  must 
have  been  fate.  That  guy  blew  me  away.  He  was  the  main  reason  I  got  inol  writing  poetry. 
I  was  studying  visual  arts  at  the  time,  and  it  was  DiCicco's  imagery  that  astounded  me. 
He  made  me  realize  that  there  was  more  to  poetry  than  flowes  and  fair  maidens.  Woody 
Alien  is  so  funny  and  brilliant,  it  scares  me.  Douglas  Copland—as  a  writer  in  the  90's.  he 
gave  me  the  go-ahead  to  write  about  the  herc-and-now:  Lego,  kraft  dinner,  station  wag- 
ons, pop  music.  Dan  Piraro,  (the  creator  of  BI2ARR0)  is  prohably  the  funniest  cartocm- 
isi  in  the  world.  I  owe  him  alot." 

Q.  Wow.  Those  are  quite  a  diverse  set  of  Influences.  Imagirre  you  had  to  be  one  writer. 
Who  would  it  be? 

A.  "It  would  have  to  be  Rick  Bass,  His  work  is  amazing.  His  characters  and  stories  stay 
with  you  long  after  you  put  the  book  down,  for  the  simple  fact  that  they  arc  modem-day 
myths.  1  don't  know  how  he  docs  it— they  seem  so  simple — and  yet  the  stories  arc  'larger 
than  themselves*.  He's  also  an  environmental  activist — does  field-work  and  everything. 
That's  why  his  take  on  man  vs.  naturx;  is  so  profound,  *causc  he's  actually  there  and  he 
hves  that  every  day." 


(2) 

Museum  day  trip, 
cherries  in  a  paper  brown  bag 
wc  gel  there  on  the  stuff 
left  over  by  dinosaurs. 

Crab  yellow  bus, 
the  colour  of  butterfly  wings, 
piruieddown, 
and  gawked  aL 

rd  rather  be  outside 
with  the  living, 
estimating  alt  the  lifespans 
of  those  little  clouds. 

(3) 

I  can  hide  from  you  standing  still, 
cinnamon  hearts  in  my  little  hand, 
the  seeds  that'll  make  you  come  around 
more  often 
than  not. 

And  I  tike  the  way  you  sent  ham  valentines 
the  words  'boil  me'  on  a  pink  card. 
And  I  like  the  way  thai  both 
the  big  and  little  dipper  both 
point  towards  your  front  yard. 

NONSENSE 

We're  feeling  around  for  eanh  words 
to  somehow  save  this  1*'''^  thai  is  ours 
when  every  coni  will  get  tangled 
and  our  words  do  get  tangled 


Why  planes  go  down 

Follow  the  sound 
of  a  single  shin  flag 
to  a  clothesline, 
to  a  bouse  with  wind  in  its  hair, 
where  words  trip  over  floort)cards 
and  sometimes  fall  right  through. 

Out  here,  the  worid  of  giecn  nothing, 
wc  arc  linked  with  rope 
to  make  it  through  the  com. 
We've  taught  the  dog  to  remember 
the  distance  (between)  things. 

She  teaches  me  with  letters 
held  high  above  the  com 
boys  run 
boy  runs 

(escapes  the  friction  of  the  full-blown  story) 

Further  down  the  trown  lake  bouom, 
we  scrabble  for  more  than  syllables, 
past  leaves  and  king  cut  bottles 
with  .<tomeihing  to  show  for. 

Insects  used  for  lanterns 
wc  let  them  go  at  night 
when  wc  close  up  on  our  love, 
up  close  and  captured  in  upright  canning  jirs. 

TV  signal,  transmining  nothing 
nothing  but  ghosts  through  the  glass. 
Needless  to  say,  she  got  over  her  fear 
of  tiny  spaces  stashed  far.  far.  away 
needless  to  say. 
those  summers  were  a  gift. 


Q.  So  then  what's  your  recommended  reading  list  for 
the  holidays? 

A.  "Low  Flying  Aircraft"  by  T.M  McNally.  "The 
Things  They  Carried"  by  Tim  O'Brien,  "The  Power  of 
Myth"  by  Joseph  Campbell.  "TTie  One  True  Story  of 
the  World"  by  Lynne  McFall,  "Crazy  Wisdom"  by  Wcs 
Niskcr,  "Like  Life"  by  Lorric  Moore  and  "lumdscapc 
at  the  End  of  the  Century"  by  Stephen  Dunn." 
Q.  Whoa,  that's  quite  the  hefty  reading  list.  TItank 
God  for  the  one  month  Christmas  vocation.  What  about 
llw  literary  scene  in  Toronto?  Any  thoughts  or  advice 
for  our  readers? 

A.  I'm  not  the  right  person  to  ask.  I  haven't  rcally 
pushed  myself,  or  started  to  send  out  material  on  a  regu- 
lar basis.  It's  the  old  chic  ken- and- i.'ic-cgg  syndrome: 
you  can't  gel  published  without  o  Jcccnt  resume,  and 
you  can't  add  to  your  resume  wiih*iui  getting  published. 
1  say.  do  the  poctiy  readings.  Get  yourself  out  there. 
Support  each  other.  Bcsidcii,  I  don'l  like  wailing  around 
for  three  or  fournionlhs  for  some  holier-lhanihou  edi- 
tor to  send  mc  a  photocopied  rejection  letter  That's 
not  wliy  I'm  doing  this,  (pause)  I'm  dulng  IhU  ftir 
(he  babts . . . 


CHLORA 

Silver  whistle  necklace 

cuts  sound  through  (he  deep-end 

a  metal  that  seems  to  come  from  the  ground. 

1  see  my  nrfiection  in  the  laminated  Pool  Rules 

my  noils  growing,  proof  of  a  hcortbeat. 

You  teach  me  the  front  crawl 

the  bultcrfty  for  summer 

your  chloriiu  shoulders,  so  well-washed. 

Wc  get  excited  about  diflcrcnt  things; 

like  buoyancy 

tike  spotlights  under  water 

The  hard,  red  stripes  of  your  swimsuit 

ond  mc. 

cacsarcan  girl  in  her  one-piece 
cmbomsscd  to  iiplash  the  comers 
of  her  scar. 


(we're  speaking  nonsense)  you're  spinning  me  around  in  the  air 
empty  pic-plate  sun 
and  cuic  movie  fun 
(nonsense)  your  stuck -on  cars  come  ujiglued 
and  you  can  he^  me  for  once 

Insofar  as  people  arc  deluding  themselves 
there  will  alv.-ays  be  jobs 
I  mean,  100  000  lemmings  can't  be  wrong 
so  nwet  mc  and  my  pants  ai  the  bottom  of  the  pool 
and  reduce  mc  and  ihc  filler  to  bubbling  fools 
u-c're  battling  fools 

(we're  speaking  nonsense)  she  asked  mc  if  I  knew  anything  about  kissing 
which  WIS  rather  odd 

'cause  I  happened  to  be  kissing  her  at  the  time 

I  could  write  the  story  of  my  life  on  a  piece  of  confcni. 
When  ihe  hole  in  >'Our  sock  talks  back 
and  your  fan  club  meeting's  in  a  phuncb^ioth 
and  every  jear  you  get  a  picture  of  a  cake  for  your  birthday 
(It's  nonsense) 

h  this  tlv  hie  I've  walked  in  lo7 
oi  i\  this  ihc  life  I've  made? 


Art  Et  Lit 


Untitled 

Stephanie  Tencer 

A  magical  moment  occuned. 

As  one  step  forward  I  took. 

And  landed  in  I  sea  of  ciouds. 

Deli^ued,  and  full  with  ecstasy, 

I  venuucd  about  my  exploratioa 

My  eyes  swallowed  all  ibey  could  see. 

And  my  sldn  inhaled  all  Hut  suirounded. 

The  inelodies  were  sweet  and  the  kamia  warm. 

And  as  I  sat  on  a  tittle  fluffy  could, 

I  watched  tiny  drcyiets, 

like  morning  dew, 

Fall  to  the  Eaith. 

As  each  droplet  hit  the  lonely  pliuicl, 

A  warm  glow  began  to  emerge, 

It  was  like  that  far  away  being, 

The  Eanb  as  one  entity. 

Radiated  back  a  beautiful  smile. 

So  aware  of  each  other's  presence. 

The  doy  droplet  caressed  the  Eanfa's  cheek. 

As  passionately  as  does  one  lover  to  another. 

The  Fire  Girl 

Kate  Davis 

Rememberiog  the  Utile  daze 
wUb  braids  and  beads  and  tH:okcn  ways 
Stains  upon  the  window  pane 
Please  Fcfrain  from  smoldng. 

Anns  against  a  fed  brick  waU 
John  will  catch  us  if  we  fall 
broke  my  pair  of  brand  new  shoes 
Wc  mustn't  lose  on  MOTulay. 

Let's  30  down  10  Andy's  flat 
He  can  tcjl  us  where  she 's  at 
whirlpool  slides  and  sandy  sky 
Don't  know  why  she  listens 

And  if  he  tried 
I  let  him 

In  violet  shadow  Eye  spy 

nw  fire  girl  stole  the  butcher's  knife 

Which  one  was  J? 

Number  three,  that  was  me 

but  then  they  wondered  'who  is  she?' 


Yet  another  call  for  submissions 

We  need  you!  I  o>  *^  a  featured 
writer  of  the  month!  Ca}l  534-9123 
and  ask  for  Antonia  with  any  ideas  01 
submissions  over  the  holidays 


Mixed  Messages 

Lincoln  Trudeau 


Four  feet  caught  in  a  tangle  of 
blanket 

blinds  tapping  the  window 
sunrise  peeping  through 
the  sounds  of  sleep  slowly  wane 
a  nngcmail  gently  scrapes 
the  smocHhncss  of  an  inner  arm 
the  sensitive  spot  at  the  nape  of  the 
neck 

a  lease  of  a  touch 
a  hint  of  a  smile 
a  shiver 
a  rise 

stilt  half  in  drcanispace 
the  touch  of  a  tongue  behind  an  ear 
trying  to  allow  people  to  do  as  they  please  amounts  only  to  rn^cs  the  silence  seem  deafening 


Censorship  and  conformity  are  necessary 
evils  we  must  face  if  we  arc  to 
nullify  IdcsiS  which  threaten  the 
standards  of  decency  forming  the  basis  of 
our  society 

refusing  (0  believe 

This  wil!  certainly  lead  to  a  world  overrun  by 
hypocrites  and  trouble  makers 
Ignorant  uneducated  people 

society  cannot  allow  this 

Madness  these  people  must  be  assimilated  or  neutralized 
or  wc  will  revert  to  a  state  of  anarchy  and  be  lost 


hostility  of  all  kinds 
endless  oniounis  of  violence  ami 
racism  all  of  which  are  readi'y  accepted  in  the  name  of 
freedom  of  speech  a  catch-phrase  inicnded  to 
undermine  the  legislaiive  authorities 


chaos  ii  the  end  rcsul:  of  such  libera!  expression  where 
killing  becomes  one  of  life's  pleasures  and 
evil  tut;es  over  all  aspects  of  life  and  dcsiniys  the  human 
race  as  we  know  ti 


Shale 

W.  N,  O'Higgins 

"I'm  sorry  to  call  you  at  woA,  but  I  had  to  talk  to  a  grown  up  or  I'm  going  U>  go  'nwnd  the  twist." 

Karen  lauglted,  foigiviag  at  once  -  knowing  bom  experience  what  tl  is  like  to  share  a  home  with  a  precocious  toddler  and  > 
newborn.  Anned  with  this  knowkxlgeshc  jotted  a  note  to  bersecietaiy  for  a  few  minutes  of  peace  and  settled  in  her  plush,  leather 
chair  and  prepared  to  listen. 

"I  just  called,  you  know,  to  just  chat  aod  see  what's  going  on." 

Karen  made  the  usual  noises,  talking  about  movies  Alice  could  not  have  seen,  and  restaurants  she  could  no  looker  alTofd.  and 

then  she  asked  about  Brian. 

"He  left..."  her  voice  tightens  around  Uie  words  like  a  doosc  "and  I  haven't  heard  from  him  in  six  weeks," 

Karen  sputtered  briefly  about  why,  and  then  lemembeni  the  aSairs,  the  increasing  silence  in  her  sister 's  house,  and  fuially  the 

months  of  public  arguments  about  the  child  he  did  not  want  She  went  quiet  then,  uncertain  what  to  say.  Her  sister  would  know  she 

was  Sony,  but  it  haitUy  helped. 

"I've  been  getting  by  oo  savings,  but  it  seems  like  every  time  I  went  out  for  groceries  Matt  would  ran  off  somewhere,  hiding, 
af:d  send  me  into  a  panic.  Now  I'm  jusl  calling  to  have  food  deliveied  and  staying  in  the  bouse.  I  had  to  cancel  to  diaper  service 
because  the  cost,  and  so  even  the  d^y  contact  with  the  diaper  guy  is  gone  and  I'm  lonely.  I  never  could  leave  my  boys  with  a  sitter, 
and  now  I'm  getting  so  lonesome  for  a  real  voice  1  just  had  to  call  you." 

Alice's  voice  takes  on  the  eihausted  resignation  of  a  lifedme  insomniac  as  she  speaks,  the  words  delivered  exactly  as  ^ 
imagined  them,  over  and  over,  after  she  awoke  seven  hours  before.  When  she  awoke  to  the  sound  of  Her  baby  screaming,  joUing  her 
otU  of  screaming  dreams. 

Karen  latches  onto  a  problem  she  can  liolve  with  desperation,  drowning  out  of  sympathy.  She  exchiims  that  money  is  no 
problem,  and  airanges  to  transfer  some  funds  into  her  sister's  account.  She  then  explains,  apologetically,  that  she  can't  leave  the 
country  to  visit 

"I  know,  I  know  you  can't  come  to  me,  and  I  can't  bear  the  thought  of  taking  the  boys  on  the  plane,  not  yet.  I  don't  even  need 
the  money,  not  yet.  I  just  needed  to  call,  to  talk,  and  you  anc  the  only  one  I  know  that  wasn't  his  friend  first.  I've  been  listening  to  the 
answeringtnachinemessage  just  tobeara  voice  that  doesn't  sound  like  my  own.  I  keep  talking  to  MaU,  hoping  that  he  will  sian  to 
talk,  but  he  just  kx>ks  at  me  with  those  huge  blue  eyes,  jusl  like  He  used  to,  and  I  can't  look  at  him." 

Karen  lets  the  pause  loigthen  into  a  sileoce,  uncertain  what  to  say,  unceilain  what  to  do.  She  feels  like  she  did  in  high^bool, 
when  her  little  sister  was  taller  and  pieiiier  than  she:  helpless  and  insignificant  u>  offer  anything. 

"When  I  was  at  the  hospital  be  took  the  books  away.  I  was  under  observation  but  making  the  calls  --  you  know,  to  you  and 
mom,  all  the  acquaintances  — and  he  had  all  the  books  packed  up  and  shipped  to  god  knows  where.  Then  he  left,  and  1  only  want  him 
to  call  so  that  I  can  know  why.  Ilieonlybookleft  is  a  library  book  that  Matt  had  hidden  in  his  bed.  He  brings  it  to  inc,  but  I  can't  stand 
to  bear  myself  say  "red  fish,  blue  flsh*'  anymore.  They  aren't  words  any  longer,  just  sounds  that  break  up  the  silences  betsveen  the 
baby's  ciying." 

Again,  Karen  is  struck  dumb,  thinking  of  the  fines  mounting  on  this  book  thai  Alice  can't  leave  the  house  to  return  or  replace. 
The  worst  part  is  that  I've  lost  the  dreams."  Alice's  voice  shrinks  to  a  whisper. 

Katen  gasps,  troubled  more  by  this  than  anything.  She  recalls  the  stories  that  Alice  told  her  throughout  their  childhood, 
offering  solace  and  escape  into  a  happy  fantasy  of  handsome  princes  and  magical  worlds.  She  remembers  how  (he  stories  of  Alice's 
dreams  got  her  through  the  rough  times  when  their  parents  split,  when  Eddie  died.  Afterwards  she  could  not  recall  what  she  said,  but 
it  must  have  seemed  to  Alice  to  be  non-cotnmillal,  given  her  response. 

"Well,  they  were  important  to  me,  and  now  their  $oac."  Alice  almost  wailed.  "I  don't  know  what  I  am  going  to  do,  with  two 
kids  and  ahnost  no  money,  a  marriage  with  a  husband-sized  hole  in  it.  and  I  can't  sleep  right  and  my  three  year  old  won't  talk,  and  you 
don't  even  care.  Thanks  for  talking." 

Bitten  by  the  bitterness  of  the  words,  stung  by  the  dial  tone,  Karen  hung  up  the  phone.  She  called  her  bant  and  transferred 
some  money,  but  it  didn't  make  her  feet  any  better. 

Alice  starts  to  cry,  but  then  she  sees  Matt  watching  her,  and  the  tears  sputter  and  die  before  they  can  be  released,  Mati 
continues  to  staie,  and  approaches  her,  the  book  in  his  oulstrcurhed  hands.  She  walks  away,  going  to  the  baby's  room,  where  she  sirs 
beside  the  crib,  stiff  and  silent.  Matt  sits  too,  facing  her,  the  book  in  his  lap,  patient. 

After  a  while  the  baby  wakes,  wailing,  and  Alice  picks  him  up  and  feeds  him,  pained  by  a  startlingly  early  tooth.  After  a  while 
he  is  done,  and  she  puts  him  back  in  his  crib,  swabs  the  blood  from  her  breast  and  sinks  back  into  the  hard-backed  rocking  chair,  spent. 
Slowly,  she  slips  into  a  fitful  sleep,  thinking  about  what  she  did  not  tell  her  sister,  about  what  replaced  the  comforting  dreams.  Her 
head  squats  on  her  chest,  her  greasy  and  neglected  hair  falling  into  her  lap.  Matt  gets  up  and  goes  into  the  kitchen.  He  turns  on  the 
gas  burners  on  the  stove,  and  stands  on  a  chair  beside  them,  fascinated  by  the  play  of  name.  He  mutters  the  only  word  thai  he  can  say, 
"Baby."  He  sounds  exactly  like  He  did,  and  he  has  been  saying  his  word  for  nearly  a  week. 

As  Alice  sleeps  she  scuttles  into  the  dream.  The  endless  variation  of  her  dreams  has  been  flallened  lo  a  single  vision,  The 
bright,  comforting  colours  of  her  dreams,  which  she  used  to  describe  to  Karen  when  Ihey  were  scared,  have  been  pared  down  to 
shiidcs  of  grey.  The  images  of  her  dreams  are  now  arrayed  in  tones  ranging  from  the  wan  grey  of  weathered  bone  lo  the  lightning- 
charred  darkness  of  a  favourite  tree.  She  always  enters  the  dream  the  same  way.  She  finds  herself  in  a  vast  bowl  of  sun-cracked  mud 
under  an  overcast  sky,  watching  her  prince  charming  ride  away  from  her  on  a  pale  horse.  As  he  rides  the  horse  scatters  the  creatures 
that  fill  the  basin,  Imy  grey  creatures  dial  barely  escape  the  hoolTalls  or  arc  struck  aside.  Alice  approaches  these  wounded  creatures, 
which  seem  to  be  alternately  ducklings  or  kittens  or  baby  rabbits,  though  sickly  and  dull  of  eye.  Not  at  all  like  the  beloved  creatures 
of  childhood  past.  She  approaches  one  of  these  beings  as  it  drags  its  shattered  hindquarters  silently  away  from  her.  She  reaches  out 
to  it,  a  crippling  sense  of  foreboding  almost  overwhelming  her,  and  touches  iL  As  she  does  the  creature's  skin  bursts  open  and  it 
shrieks.  Alice  awakes  to  the  sound  of  her  baby  screaming,  the  memory  of  warm,  stinking,  blood  slill  fresh  on  her  face,  smelling  of 

chamel  houses  and  sour  milk.  She  has  slept  less  than  Iwo  hours. 

She  picks  up  her  baby,  cooing  at  it  even  as  her  gorge  rises  at  the  sound  of 
her  own  voice.  As  slie  turns  with  the  baby  on  her  shoulder  she  sees  Matt,  watching 
her.  He  does  not  say  anything.  He  does  not  say  anything. 

When  the  baby  quiets  down  she  replaces  him  in  his  crib  and  goes  through 
her  twilit  house.  She  finds  the  stove  and  turns  it  off,  and  goes  to  the  phone.  She 
picks  it  up,  but  it  is  dead,  She  must  have  forgotten  lo  pay  the  bill.  She  replaces  the 
hand  set  and  looks  at  it.  It  was  once  a  tasteful  shade,  but  now  it  looks  as  though  it 
is  made  of  bone.  She  goes  to  the  refrigerator,  hungry,  but  there  Is  notiting  left  but 
a  sprig  of  wilted,  ash-colouied  celery  and  a  jar  of  applesauce.  She  gives  the  Jar  to 
Matt,  refusing  the  book  again,  and  a  spoon.  She  Uries  not  to  be  sick  at  Uw  smell 
and  look  of  the  mush  as  Matt  scoops  it  into  his  mouth,  mechanically.  His  gaze 
never  leaves  her  face.  She  looks  away.  It  is  too  late  to  call  the  siorc, 

She  goes  lo  the  bathroom  and  looks  at  her  face  in  the  mirror  by  the  light  of 
the  hall  lamp.  The  light  bulb  has  burnt  out,  and  then:  arc  none  left.  She  looks  bad, 
charcoal  circles  under  steel-coloured  eyes,  pale  skin  stretched  and  shiny  over  bone. 
She  checks  die  medicine  cabinet,  but  there  are  no  more  pills,  haven't  been  for 
days.  The  hall  light  pops  and  goes  out,  leaving  her  staring  at  the  memory  of  her 
face.  She  cannot  recall  what  she  looked  like  liefore. 

The  baby  starts  to  howl  again,  and  she  goes  to  his  room.  She  feeds  him. 
and  sits  again,  unable  to  move,  unwilling  to  steep. 

The  horse  gallops  silently  away,  carrying  her  peace  with  it.  She  moves, 
her  breatliing  laboured,  the  air  thick  with  dread,  the  silence  impenetrable.  She 
reaches  for  the  crushed  creature,  not  kitten,  not  duckling,  not  bunny.  She  sees  her 
hand,  teaching.  She  cannot  call  it  back.  Again  at  her  touch  it  cries  and  is  rent 
apart,  spraying  her  with  grey  ichor. 

Alice  wakes  as  suddenly  as  all  the  limes  before.  She  Is  iianJing.  'fhe  lighi 
coming  through  the  cunains  from  the  sireeiiight  makes  her  hands  kwk  black.  The 
buby  is  silent. 


Morning  Torment 

Billy  Mugwump 


the  resonance  of  a  heanbeat  grows  in 
frequency 

the  fingernail  travelling  at  a  snail's 
pace 

up  and  down 
around  a  hipbone  jutting 
behind  a  kneecap  dipping 
a  sense  of  urgency  in  morning  calm 
pleasure  beckons,  t'uinnmcnl  calls 
tired? 

not  anymore. 


The  Rear  End 


HOROSCOPES 

Ario  (March  21  -  April  19) 
Kiss  my  nun! 
Suck  my  sheep! 

Be  good  this  njoiMh...  of  you  will  weep. 

(wiib  Uale  Bo  Beep) 

(and  her  sheep) 

Tmirui  (April  20  -  May  J9) 

When  I  look  into  my  cryaal  ixdt  I  sec  boll. ..yours  mainly.  Sucsi  gives  way  to  solstice  clicer  as 
hungry  souU  get  their  shEteothsrmooy  at  lisi.  Ditch  the  ball  orelseleara  to  live  with  it.  Notiolx 
rtialerialistic  or  anything,  bijl  go  buy  yourself  thai  new  car  or  mixer  you've  been  dresuning  iboul. 
(jeroiai  (May  20  -  June  20) 

Thou  two-faced  variei ...  Mzy  thee  realize  fully  the  conse<jucnces  of  thine  unearthly  manipulations 
of  time  and  space.  Shed  thy  old  demons  to  bring  in  the  New  Year...  'tis  time  for  a  new  soap  opaz. 
Forscuthly.  indtjlge  tliy  sweet  tooth  io  seasonal  delists, 
(anti  eat  lots  of  stufrmg!) 
Cancer  {June  21  -  July  22) 

llK  Oieshirt  Cat  smiles  as  yottr  depression  lifts.  The  caierpiUar  with  his  hooltah  grins  as  widely 
as  you  finally  figure  out  what  the  fuck  to  do  with  yotir  life ...  'caiue  youll  soon  be  in  full  awareness 
of  what  you  really  want  for  solstice  (and  I'm  not  liilking  goods  baby)  Tis  the  season  to  feel 
exhilerated.  things  won't  ttuuter  half  as  much  in  a  couple  of  weeks,  1  promise. 
Leo  (July  23  -  August  21) 

How's  your  love  life?  Work  on  it.  Be  sensitive  and  keep  your  eyes  peeled  for  troubled  seas  on  the 
liori?jon. 

Virgo  (August  22  •  September  22) 

Solid  hardbag,  baby!  Your  past  hopes  and  dreams  art  going  thumpy  thuinpy  in  your  brain,  remem- 
ber, the  New  Year's  ahnost  here,  a  new  day ...  Smile  when  you  figure  out  what's  been  going  wrong 
and  make  the  best  of  It;  I  know  you  will  because  you  compulsive  types  are  Insanely  lucky.  But  ihU 
month,  you  deserve  il. 
libra  (September  23  -  October  22) 

Don't  lei  no  one  fuck  wit'  yo'  head.  Be  strong  and  be  pumped  (make  like  Amie  and  flex,  deny  Hie 
tumah).  Come  on  ye  faithless,  you'z  da  shit  and  doncho  fo'gel  "bout  il  man.  Tmsl  in  lust  and  youll 
never  bite  the  dust.  Like  Telris.  but  with  your  life. 
Scorpio  (October  23  -  November  21) 

Rob  Brcaiy  says  you  need  a  bigger  stash.  Rob  Breaiy  I'm  not,  but  you  need  a  bigger  stash  ...  but 
whether  it's  cash  or  hash  I'm  not  sure.  Go  on,  be  analytical  (as  is  your  wont)  and  figure  out  some 
constructive  New  Ycai's  resolutions.  Okay?  Okay.  Good. 
Sagiliiirius  (November  22  ■  December  21) 

Gel  die  sag  out  ol  il  -  and  lake  the  arius  out  of  your  bad  habits.  Nosferatu  and  Dracula  are  not  your 
friends  Ibis  month,  so  keep  a  heavy  hand  on  the  garlic  press  of  life  while  you  keep  your  neck 
covered  at  al!  limes  (lliis,  in  combination  with  the  garlic  will  also  keep  you  from  getting  that  shitty 
cold  everyone  else  seems  lo  have  right  now).  Let  your  inspiration  flow  like  rivers  of  wavy  gravy 
on  your  holiday  turkey,  and  don't  forget,  be  civil  to  spazxwads, 
Capricorn  (December  22  -  Januitry  20) 

Be  differenl!  Take  a  walk  on  the  wild  side!  I  suggest  loud  Lynard  Skynard  and  a  sbilload  of  S&M 
gear.  Make  your  New  Year's  resolution  to  Ihrow  all  such  tcsoluUon  crap  out  the  window.  Pome- 
granate Pomegranate  zup  zup  za.  Pomegranate  Pomegranate  sis  boom  bah! 
Aquarius  (Janunry  20  -  February  19) 

I  hereby  predict  all  the  sex,  chocolate  and  satisfaction  you  can  stuff  in  your  stocking.  You're 
dynamite,  a  pscudo- speedy  Gonzales.  Slowpoke  Rodriguez  is  on  his  way  out ...  make  your  partner 
change  the  channals  for  you  during  those  mountains  of  sex  when  you  get  bored  of  it.  Not  that  you 
will.  Tis  die  season  for  true  fulfillment. 
Pisces  (February  20  -  March  20) 

Realization  springs  forth  from  a  massive  disappointment.  Make  sure  you  absorb  what  you  teamed 
from  it  and  don't  let  it  Irip  you  up  (or  out)  again.  There  Is  good  stuff  for  you  coming  up  in  the  new 
year,  iry  being  an  atypical  Piscean  and  figure  out  how  you'll  get  lo  It  soonest  and  in  a  straight  line. 
Sorry  if  this  sounds  personal,  fctut  this  is  what  it  says  in  the  stars. 


Quiz:  Are  ym  a  Sexual  Deviant? 


1 .  you  .nisiurbaac  with. 

»)  your  Jcfi  hand  so  itli  feci  like 
wnscow  clic 

b)  ra*  meal  -  not  nccttiariiy 
your  own.  the  saiff  youYc 
scrvi/ig  for  diraincr 

(Abirr  supcrraarlta  apparatui 
<J)  your  imic  sifter's  gntii 

c)  your  liiile  sisttr 

2.  You?  collection  of  sex  toys 
consists  of; 

aj  condoms  Ofl  yoor  significitnl 
oUwr 

b}  plasiic  handcuffs  and  a  camci 
whip 

c)  the  iix-inch  thrUlCT  dong  and 
a  pockci  pus-sy 

d)  your  iiuic  bpxhcr's  irartsform- 
ers 

c)  your  liale  brother 

3.  Pornography  is  pictures  of: 
a)  people  doing  "ii" 
b>3ntxfials.  machinery  aiwJ 
yourself 

C)  Michael  Jackson,  Macaulay 
Caulkin  and  Free  Willy 

d)  yo'  mama 

c)  Rea  complete  with  goo 

4.  You  could  never  kiss  anyone 
with: 

a)  bad  leeih 
bj  dragon's  breath 
c)  a  machete 
d>  no  gcniuls 
c)  "huh?  kiss?" 

5.  You  would  only  kiss  someone 
with: 

a)  nice  tccih 

b)  snoochie  boochies,  man 

c)  SanU  watching  you 

d)  big  geni(aJs 

c)  Klieg  lights,  a  director  and  a 
High  8  present 

6.  When  you  engage  in  amorous 
activities  you  listen  to: 
a>Sade 

b)  deep  throbby  reggae 

c)  Lynard  Skynard 

d)  cats  in  your  backyard 
c)  your  liiile  brother 


7.  Your  idea     tn  exotic  place  for 
a  ?nog  ir 

a)  the  bathroom 

b)  fmoQ  suxt  displays 

c)  tfcc  Innis  CzS 

d>  ioci  Schuaer^  house 

c)  Tdc  North  Pole  (ydth  Stitu) 

H.  Your  fcitih  is: 

St)  Cither  brcasis  or  boaoms 

b)  fe« 

c)  leather.  Hp  ialvc  and  lobotKniei 

d)  seal 

c)  lomirfs  (and  your  little  brother) 

9.  Whal*s  your  favourite  position? 

a)  missionary 

b)  ihc  SANTA 

c)  upside  down 
dj  inverted 

e)  Picasso  -  style 

10.  You  dream  of: 
a>  movie  stars 

b)  your  motberyfaiher 

c)  Freud 

d)  mangoes,  helicopter?  and 
radicchio 

c)  slime,  ooze  and  other  such  like 
goo-based  substances 

If  you  answered  mostly: 

A's  -  you  arc  not  a  sexual  deviant 

in  fact  you  anything  but.  You  wish  you  were 

creative  enough  to  be  devious. 

3's  -  there  is  some  hope  for  you  yeL  You 

have  noi  reached  official  "dcvtani"  stanjs  yei. 

but  not  to  fear,  you're  on  the  v^mg  iisL 

Stand  by. 

C's  -you  swingin'  experimentalist,  you!  I  bcl 
you're  half  giggling,  half  wondering  how  we 
knew  all  about  your  sex  life.  Hopefully, 
you're  ready  for  more  rumpy  pumpy...  if  you 
need  some  advice,  our  co-cdiior  Sieve  is  very 
culc.Hecan  be  reached  ai  ihisofncc  (97&47^) 
Us  - 1  hope  your  sex-li/c  is  vaguely  reprc- 
scntaiive  of  your  sense  of  humor.  .May  your 
libido  soar  like  a  spot-bcllied  Kingfisher  and 
good  luck  finding  a  mate.  Still  thai  shouldn't 
be  hard  for  someone  with  your  potential. 
El's  -  You  arc  weird.  Vrfcird.  sick  and  totally, 
utterly  perverted.  Congratulations!  You  an: 
the  lucky  winr>erof  the  vice k.  Well  expect 
next  month's  quiz  (complete  with  explanatixy 
notes  at  the  end)  by  New  Year's. 


